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Let  there  be  Mujic,  let  the  Majler  touch 

The  Sprightly  String,  and  Joftly  breathing  Flute . 


■Ev'n  Age  itfelf  is  cheer'd  with  Mujic  ; 


Jt  wakes  a  glad  remembrance  of  our  youth. 

Calls  lack  p  of  joys,  and  warms  us  into  transport! 

If  to  be  merry' s  to  be  wife,  to  be  wife  is  to  be  merry . 
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SELECTED  SONGS. 


SONG — IN  THE  WEDDING  RING. 


I  SAW  what  fccm’d  a  harmlefs  child, 

With  wings  and  bow, 

And  afpedfc  mild, 

Who  fobb’d,  and  figh’d^and  pin’d, 

And  bcgg'd  I  would  fomc  boon  bellow 
On  a  poor" little  boy  hone  blind. 

Not  aware  of  the  danger,  I  inflant  comply’d, 
When  he  drew  from  his  quiver  a  dart, 

Cry  d 

1  My  power  you  fliall  know,’ 

Then  he  levelled  his  bow, 

And  wounded  me  right  in  the  heart. 


BALLAD— i  N  THE  DESERTER 


THERE  was  a  miller’s  daughter 
Liv’d  in  a  certain  village, 

Who  made  a  mighty  (laughter  : 

For  I’d  have  you  to  know 
Both  friend  and  foe, 

The  clown  and  the  beau, 

She  always  laid  low  ; 

And  her  portion,  as  1  underhand, 

Was  three  acres  of  land, 

Behdes  a  mill. 

That  never  flood  flill, 

Some  fhecp  and  a  cow, 

A  harrow  and  plough, 

And  other  things  for  tillage  : 

What  d’ye  think  of  my  miller’s  daughter  ? 
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xl’iss  miller  s  pretty  daughter 
Was  a  damfel  of  fuc h  fame  fir 
That  knights  and  fquires  fought  her ; 

But  they  loon  were  told 
That  fome  were  too  bold, 

And  fome  too  cold, 

And  fome  too  old  ; 

;And  £he  gave  them  to  underhand 
1  hat, ^ tnough  they  were  grand 
She’d  never  be  fold  :  °  9 


For  fays  Betty,  fays  Tie, 

Since  my  virtue  to  me 
Is  dearer  than  gold, 

nn"et  jf1  S3  (rom  whence  they  came  fir, 
nat  d  ye  think  of  my  miller’s  daughter? 

But  when  the  miller’s  daughter 
Saw  Ned,  the  morrice- dancer, 

Ilis  perfon  quickly  caught  her ; 

For  who  fo  clean 


Upon  the  green 
As  Ned  was  feen, 

For  her  his  queen  : 

Then  blithe  as  a  king, 

His  bells  he’d  ring, 

And  dance,  and  fing, 

Like  any  thing: — 

Says  he,  1  My  life, 

‘  Woot  be  my  wife?’ 

A  blufh,  and  yes,  was  Betty’s  anfwer. 

What  d’ye  think  of  my  miller’s  daughter  ? 


BALLAD - IN  THE  WATERMAN. 


TWO  youths  for  my  love  are  contending  in  vain  ; 

For,  do  all  they  can, 

Their  fuff ’rings  I  rally,  and  laugh  at  their  pain  ; 
Which,  which  is  the  man 

1  hat  deserves  me  the  moll  ?  Let  me  afk  of  my  heart  \ _ 

Is  it  Robin,  who  fmirks,  and  who  dreffes  fo  fmart  ? 

Or  Tom,  honeft  'Fom,  who  makes  plainnefs  his  plan  ? 
Which,  which  is  the  man  ? 

Indeed  to  be  prudent,  and  do  what  I  ought, 

I  do  what  I  can  ; 
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Yet  furely  papa  and  mamma  are  in  fault ; 

To  a  different  man 

They,  each,  have  advifed  me  to  vie  id  up  my  heart, 
Mamma  praifes  Robin,  who  dr  dies  fo  fma  t  : 

Papa  honeft  Tom,  who  makes  plainnefs  nis  plan  : 

W  hich,  which  is  the  man? 

Be  kind  then,  my  heart,  and  but  point  out  the  voutru 
I’ll  do  what  I  can 

His  love  to  return,  and  return  it  with  truth; 

i  Which,  which  is  the  man  ? 

Be  Kind  to  my  wifhes,  and  point  out,  my  heart. 

Is  it^Robin,  who  fmirks,  and  Avho  dreffes  ib  fmart  ? 

Or  1  om,  honeft  Tom,  who  makes  plainnefs  his  olan  ? 
Which,  which  is  the  man  ? 


BALLAD - 1  N  THE  WATERMAN. 


AND  did  you  not  hear  of  a  jolly  young  waterman. 

Y  no  at  Black-friar’s  bridge  ufed  for  to  ply  ; 

And  he  leather’d  his  oars  with  liich  lkill  and  dexterity, 
ginning  each  heart,  and  delighting  each  eve 
He  look  d  fo  neat,  and  row’d  fo  fleadily,  ' 
l  he  maidens  all  flock’d  in  his  boat  fo  readily 

nVVh,  C^d  the  younS  robrues  Aith  charming  an  air 
1  iat  this  waterman  ne’er  was  in  want  of  a  fare. 

What  fights  cf  fine  folks  he  oft  row’d  i  i  his  wherry 
J  was  clean  d  out  fo  nice,  and  fo  painted  withal  •  '  ’ 

xc  was  always  firR  oars  when  the  fine  city  ladies 
n  a  party  to  Ranelagh  went,  or  Vauxhal! 

-\nd  oftentimes  Xveuld  they  l.e  giggling  and  leering. 

For  ,->  ■**  ,nf-'°  V0m>  jrlrixig  and  jeerhu  . 

for  losing  or  liking  he  little  did  care. 

or  th,s  waterman  ne’er  was  in  want  of  a  fare. 

And  yet  hut  to  fee  how  ftyangdy  things  happen, 

>  j.e  row  d  akng,  thinking  of  nothing  at  all 

7’hJd  P-y  • \’\)y  A  jarmfeI  fo  !ovc!y  and  charming, 
i?  V  l,C  ?'  d'  and  f<>  ftraitway  in  love  he  did  fill. 

A«.  1  would  runs  young  d.i.nfrl  but  banifh  his  furrow, 

“  J  ,'ved  Rr  [*•»'«>».  before  to-morrow, 

n>ould  tins  v.a  CTO.1I,  ever  know  care, 

Wnen  he  s  married,  tend  never  in  want  of  a  fare. 
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BALLAD— IN  THE  WATERMAN. 


THEN  farcwel  my  trim-built  wherry, 

Oars,  and  coat,  and  badge  farcwel ; 

Never  more  at  Cbelfea  ferry, 

Shall  your  Thomas  take  a  fpell. 

Tut  to  hope  and  peace  a  (Granger, 

In  the  battle’s  heat  i’ll  go, 

Where  expofed  to  every  danger, 

Some  friendly  ball  may  lay  me  low. 

Then,  mayhap,  when  homeward  fleering, 
With  the  news  my  ineflmates  come, 

Even  you,  the  ffory  hearing, 

With  a  figh  may  cry  poor  Tom  ! 

BALLAD - 1 N  THE  WATERMAN. 


INDEED,  Mifs,  fuch  fweethearts  as  I  am* 

I  fancy  you’ll  meet  with  but  few, 

To  love  you  more  true  I  defy  them, 

I  always  am  thinking  of  you, 

There  are  maidens  would  have  me  in  plenty, 
Nell,  Cicely,  ITifcilla,  and  Sue, 

But  in  dead  of  all  thefe  were  there  twenty, 

I  never  fhould  think  but  of  you. 

Falfe  hearts  all  your  money  may  fquander, 
And  only  have  pleafure  in  view, 

Ne’er  from  you  a  moment  I’ll  wander, 

Unlefs  to  get  money  for  you. 

The  tide,  when  ’tis  ebbing  and  flowing, 

Is  not  to  the  moon  half  fo  true, 

Nor  my  oars  to  their  time  when  I’m  rowing, 
As  my  heart,  my  fond  heart  is  to  you. 


BALLAD — IN  THE  C03LER, 


’TWA3  in  a  village,  near  Caftlebury, 
A  coblcr  and  1  i-  wife  did  dwell; 
And  for  a  time  no  two  lo  merry. 
Their  happinefs  no  tongue  can  tell, 
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But  to  this  couple,  the  neighbours  tell  us, 

Something  did  happen  that  caus’d  much  ttrife. 

For  going  to  a  neighb’ring  alehoufe, 

The  man  got  drunk  and  beat  his  wife. 

But  though  he  treated  her  fo  vilely, 

What  did  this  wife,  good  creature  do? 

Kept  fnug,  and  found  a  method  tidy 

To  wring  his  heart  quite  through  and  through  : 

For  Dick  the  taptter  and  his  matter, 

By  the  report  that  then  was  rife, 

Were  both  in  hopes,  by  this  difatter, 

To  gain  the  cobler  s  pretty  wife. 

While  things  went  on  to  rack  and  ruin, 

And  all  their  furniture  was  fold, 

She  feem’d  to  approve  what  each  was  doing. 

And  got  from  each  a  p uric  of  gold. 

So  when  the  coblcr’s  cares  were  over, 

He  fwore  to  lead  an  alter’d  life, 

To  mind  his  work,  ne'er  be  a  rover, 

And  love  no  other  than  his  wife. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  SERAGLIO 


THE  world’s  a  ttrange  world,  child,  it  mutt  be  confttt, 
Wc  all  of  dittrefs  have  our  fhare  ; 

But  fince  I  r  ft  ttmggle  to  live  with  the  rett, 

By  my  troth  ’tis  no  great  matter  where. 

We  all  mutt  put  up  with  what  fortune  has  fent, 

Be  therefore  onck  lot  poor  or  rich, 

So  there  is  but  a  portion  of  cafe  and  content, 

By  my  troth  ’tis  no  great  matter  which. 

A  living’s  a  living,  and  fo  there’s  an  end  ; 

If  one  honettly  gets  jntt  enow, 

And  fomething  to  fparc  for  the  wants  of  a  friend, 

By  my  troth  ’tis  no  great  matter  how. 

In  this  world  about  nothing  we  bufy’d  appear  ; 

And  I’ve  faid  it  again  and  again, 

Since  quit  it  one  mutt,  if  ones  conference  be  clear, 

By  my  troth  ’tis  no  great  matter  when, 
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RONDEAU — in  t  HE  SERAGLIO. 


Blow  high,  blow  low,  let  tempefts  tear. 

The  main  maft  by  the  board  ; 

My  heart,  with  thought*  of  thee,  my  dear, 

And  love  well- bor'd, 

Shall  brave  all  danger,  fcorn  all  fear, 

The  roaring  winds,  the  raging  fea, 

In  hopes  on  fhore 
To  be  once  more 
Safe  moor’d  v^i t h.  thee. 

Aloft  while  mountains  high  we  go. 

The  whirling  winds  that  feud  along, 

And  the  furge  roaring  from  below, 

Shall  my  fignal  be 
To  think  on  thee, 

And  this  (hall  be  my  fong. 

Blow  high,  blow  low,  &c. 

And  on  that  night  when  all  the  crew 
The  rnem’ry  of  their  former  lives, 

O’er  flowing  cans  of  flip  renew, 

A.nd  drink  their  fweethearts  and  their  wives. 
I'll  heave  a  flgh,  and  think  on  thee; 

And,  as  the  fhip  rolls  through  the  fea5 
The  burthen  of  my  fong  ilia  11  be 
Blow  high,  &c. 


BALLAD— IN  THE  SERAGLIO. 


THE  little  birds,  as  well  as  you, 

I’ve  mark’d  with  anxious  care. 

How  free  their  pleafures  they  purfue, 
Flow  void  of  every  care. 

But  birds  of  various  kinds  you’ll  meet* 
Some  conftant  to  their  loves  : 

Are  chat t ’ring  fparrows  half  fo  fweet 
As  tender  cooing  doves  ? 

Birds  have  their  pride,  like  human  kipd,, 
Some  on  their  notes  prefume. 
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Some  on  their  form,  and  iome  you  il  find 
Fond  of  a  gaudy  plume. 

Some  love  a  hundred;  fome  you’ll  meet 
Still  condant  to  their  loves; 

Are  chatt’ring  fparrows  half  fo  fweet 
As  tender,  cooing  doves  ? 

<S>  ->►- 

SONG - IN  POOR  VULCAN. 


VENUS  noAV  no  more  behold  me. 

But  an  humble  village  dame, 

Coarfe  and  homely  trappings  fold  me. 

And  Miftrefs  Maudlin  is  my  name. 

Yet  here  no  lefs  is  paid  that  duty 
Ever  due  to  Venus’s  worth, 

Not  more  infenfible  of  beauty 

Than  gods  in  heaven,  are  men  on  earth. 

Bx4LLAD — in  poor  vulcan. 


THAT  nature’s  every  where  the  fame, 
Each  paffine  day  difcovers; 

For  that  in  me  . 

Some  charms  they  fee, 

Beho’d  me,  though  a  country  dame, 
Leading  a  crowd  of  lovers. 

My  fporting  fqu;re  to  keep  at  bay 
The  courfe  I’ll  double  over, 

Whild  he,  intent 
On  a  wrong  fcent , 

Shall  always  find  me  dole  away 
When  he  cries  ‘  Hark  to  cover.’ 

With  new- coin’d  oaths,  my  grenadier 
May  think  to  dorm  and  bluder. 

And  fwear  by  Mars, 

My  eves  are  dars, 

That  light  to  love  ; — he’ll  foon  find  here 
Such  duff  will  ne’er  pad  muder. 

Thus  will  l  ferve  thofe  1  didrud, 

Fird  laugh  at3  then  refufe  ’em; 
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Bur,  ah  !  nor  fo 
My  fhepherd  Joe  ? 

He  like  Adonis  look’d,  when  fir  ft 
I  pi'efs’d  him  to  my  bofom. 

<Sm <55^  <S5g>  >.»>.. 

BALLAD— in  poor  vulcan, 


THE  moment  Aurora  peep’d  into  my  room, 

I  put  on  my  cloaths,  and  I  cali’d  to  my  groom  ; 

And,  my  head  heavy  ftili,  from  the  fumes  of  lad  nighty 
Took  a  bumper  of  brandy  to  fet  all  things  right ; 

And  now  were  well  faddled  Fleet,  Dapple,  and  Gray, 

Who  feem’d  longing  to  hear  the  giad  found  hark  away. 

Will  Whiflle  by  this  had  uncoupled  his  hounds, 

Whofe  extacy  nothing  could  keep  within  bounds; 

Firfl  forward  came  Jowler,  then  Scentwell,  then  Snare, 
Three  better  Haunch  harriers  ne’er  darted  hare; 

Then  Sweetlips,  then  Driver,  then  Staunch,  and  then  Tray, 
All  ready  to  open  at  hark,  hark  away. 

'  I’was  now  by  the  clock  about  five  in  the  morn, 

And  we  all  gallop’d  off  to  the  found  of  the  horn; 

Jack  Gater,  Bill  Babler,  and  Dick  at  the  gun, 

And  by  this  time  t  he  merry  Tom  Fairplay  made  one. 

Who,  while  we  were  jogging  on  blithfome  and  gay. 

Sung  a  fong,  and  the  chorus  was — Hark,  haik  away. 

And  now  Jemmy  Lurcher  had  every  bulh  beat, 

And  no  ligns  of  madam,  norNtrace  of  her  feet ; 

Nay,  we  juft  had  began  our  hard  fortunes  to  curfe. 

When  a  I  of  a  ludden  out  Harts  miHrefs  r ill’s  ; 

Men,  horfes,  and  dogs  all  the  glad  call  obey, 

And  echo  was  heard  to  cry — Hark,  hark  away. 

The  chafe  was  a  fine  cue,  Hie  took  o’er  the  plain, 

Which  die  doubled,  and  doubled,  and  doubled  again; 

Till  at  laH  Hie  to  cove  r  return’d  out  of  breath, 

Where  l  and  Will  WhiHle  were  in  at  the  death; 

Then  in  triumph  for  you  1  the  hare  did  difplay, 

And  cry’d,  to  the  horns  my  boys,  hark,  hark  away. 


■  * 


BALLAD — in  poor  vulcan*. 


COME  all  ye  gem’men  volunteers, 
Of  glory  who  would  lhare. 
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And  leaving  with  your  wives  your  fears, 

To  the  drum  head  repair  ; 

Or  to  the  noble  ferjeant  Pike, 

Come,  come,  without  delay, 

You’ll  enter  into  prefent  pay, 

My  lads  the  bargain  ftrike. 

A  oolden  guinea  and  a  crown, 

Befides  the  Lord  knows  wliat  renown, 

His  majefty  the  donor, 

And  if  you  die, 

Why  then  you  lie 
Stretch’d  on  the  bed  of  honor. 

Does  any  ’prentice  work  too  hard, 

Fine  cloaths  would  any  wear, 

Would  any  one  his  wife  difcard, 

To  the  drum  head  repair. 

Or  to  the,  &c. 

Is  your  eftate  put  out  to  nurfe, 

Are  you  a  caft-ofF  heir, 

Have  you  no  money  in  your  purfe, 

To  the  drum  head  repair. 

Or  to  the,  <Scc. 

BALLAD — in  poor  vulcan. 


COME,  every  man  now  give  his  toaft, 

"  Fill  up  the  glafs,  I’ll  tell  you  mine, 
Wine  is  the  miftrefs  I  love  mod, 

This  is  my  tcafl — now  give  me  thine, 

Wrtll  faid  my  lad,  ne’er  let  it  Rand, 

I  give  my  Chloe,  nymph  divine, 

Mv  love  and  wine  go  hand  in  hand  ; 
This  is  my  toaft — now  give  me  thine. 

Fill  up  your  glades  to  the  brink, 

Hebe  let  no  one  dare  decline, 

Twas  Hebe  taught  me  fir  It  to  drink 
'1  his  is  my  toaft — now  give  me  thine. 

Gem’men  I  give  my  wife,  d’ye  fee; 

May  all  to  make  her  bleft  combine. 
So  flie  be  far  enough  from  me  ; — 

This  is  my  toad,  now  give  me  thine; 
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1-.cS:  conftant  lovers  at  the  feet 

Of  pale-fac’d  wenches  figh  and  pine 

For  me  the  fii-A  hind  girl  I  meet  ?  ’ 

oxiall  be  my  toaft— now  give  me  thine. 

Yo"t°aft  ™*fc,  and  you  your  lafg. 

My  boys,  and  welcome;  here’s  the  wine 
For  my  part,  he  who  fills  my  g]afs  * 

,  y.iall  be  my  toaft-— now  give  me  thine. 
Spirit,  my  lads,  and  toaft  away, 

)ave  rtl11  one  Mti  yours  to  join  ; 

J  Jr^  .W9  may  ^avc  c«ough  to  pay  : 

1  nis  ,s  my  toafl — now  give  me  thine. 

BALLAD — in  poor  vulcan. 


MADAM,  you  know  my  trade  is  war, 
And  what  fhould  I  deny  it  for  ? 
Whene’er  the  trumpet  founds  from  far 
I  long  to  hack  and  hew;  - 
Yet  madam  credit  what  I  fay. 

Were  I  this  moment  call’d  away. 

And  all  the  tr©ops  drawn  in  array. 

I’d  rather  day  with  you. 

D;d  drums  and  fprightly  trumpets  found 
Did  Death  and  Carnage  ftalk  around 
Did  dying  horfes  bite  the  ground, 

Had  we  no  hope  in  view; 

Were  the  whole  army  loft  in  fmoke. 
Were  they  the  Salt  words  that  i  fpoke, 
I’d  fay,  and  dam ’me  if  I  joke, 

I’d  rather  flay  with  you, 

Did  the  foe  charge  us  front  and  rear, 

Did  e  cn  the  braveft  face  appear 
Imprcfs’d  with  figns  of  mortal  fear. 
Though  never  veteran  knew 
So  terrible  and  hot  a  fight. 

Though  all  my  laurels  it  fhould  blight, 
Though  I  fhould  looie  fo  fine  a  fight, 

I’d  rather  flay  with  you. 
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DUET. 


JOE. 

WHEN  Serjeant  Belfwagger,  that  mafculine  brutep 
One  day  had  been  drinking,  to  fwear  a  iecruit, 

He  kifsVl  you,  I  faw  him,  or  elfe  may  J  die, 

And  you  cruel  Maudlin,  ne’er  once  cry’d  O  fie  ! 

Again,  when  the  fquire  had  come  home  from  the  chafe, 
You  receiv’d  him,  O  Gods,  with  a  fmile  on  your  face, 
Henceforth,  then,  my  llieep  harum  ikarum  may  run, 
For  Maudlin  is  faithlefs,  and  1  am  undone. 

MAU8LIN. 

Ah,  Joe  !  you’re  a  good  one;  one  day  in  my  place — 
My  hufband  at  home — I  was  forced  to  fend  Grace  : 

I  know  for  a  truth,  which  you  cannot  gainfay, 

Fou  touzled  her  well  on  a  cock  of  new  hay. 

Nay,  fwore  you’d  be  hers — and,  what  is  worfe  yet, 

That  you  only  lov’d  me  jufl  for  what  you  could  get ; 

As  for  charms  then  I  ne’er  will  believe  l  have -one, 

For  Joey  is  faithlefs,  and  I  am  undone. 

JOE. 

Will  you  know  then  the  truth  on’t  ?  I  touz’d  her  I  ow#, 
Though  I  rather  by  half  would  hare  left  it  alone ; 

But  I  did  it  to  fee  if  you  jealous  would  prove, 

For  that,  people  fay,  is  a  lure  iign  of  love. 

maudlin. 

And  for  me,  if  the  fquire  faid  foift  things  in  my  ear, 

I  lufler’d  it,  thinking  he’d  call  for  flrong  beer; 

And  as  to  the  ferjeant,  ’tis  always  a  rule, 

One  had  better  be  kifs’d,  than  be  teaz’d — by  a  fool. 

BALLAD— in  the  QUAKER. 


I  lock’d  up  all  my  treafure, 

I  journied  many  a  mile, 
And  by  my  grief  did  meafure 
The  pa  fling  time  the  while. 
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My  bufinefs  done  and  over, 

I  haflen’d  back  back  amain, 

Like  an  expecting  lover, 

To  view  it  once  again. 

But  this  delight  was  Rifled, 

As  it  began  to  dawn  : 

I  found  the  cafket  rifled, 

And  all  my  treafure  gone. 


SONG - IN  THE  qUAKER. 


WOMEN  are  Will  o’  th’  Wifps  ’tis  p-ain,  . 

The  clofer  they  feem,  Rid  the  more  they  retire  ; 

They  teaze  you,  and  jade  you, 

And  round  about  lead  you. 

Without  hopes  of  fbelter, 

Ding  dong,  helter  fkelter, 

Through  water  and  fire; 

And.  when  you  believe  every  danger  and  pam 
From  your  heart  you  may  banifh,- 
And  you’re  near  the  pofTefiion  of  what  you  de*ure, 
That  inftant  they  vanifti, 

And  the  devil  a  bit  can  you  catch  them  again. 

By  fome  they’re  not  badly  compared  to  the  fea, 
Which  is  calm  and  tempeRuous  within.  the  fame  hour 
Some  fay  they  are  Sirens,  but,  take  it  from  me,  ? 
They’re  a  fweet  race  of  angels  o’er  man  that  has  pow 
His  perfon,  his  heart,  nay  his  reafon  to  fcize, 
And  lead  the  poor  devil  wherever  tney  plcaie. 


Hi"  Hh" 


BALLAD— IN  THE  qU AKER. 


A  Kernel  from  an  apple’s  core 
One  day  on  either  check  I  wore, 
Lubin  was  plac’d  on  my  right  cheek, 
That  on  my  left  did  Hodge  befpeak; 


dibdin's  selected  songs. 

Hodge  in  an  inflant  dropt  to  ground, 

Sure  token  that  his  love’s  unfound, 

But  Lubin  nothing  could  remove, 

Sure  token  his  is  conftant  love. 

Laft  May  I  fought  to  find  a  fnail, 

That  might  my  lover’s  name  reveal. 

Which  finding,  home  l  quickly  fped 
And  on  the  hearth  the  embers  fpread; 
When,  if  mv  letters  I  can  tell, 

I  faw  it  mark  a  curious  L  : 

O  may  this  omen  luckv  prove, 

Tor  JL’s  for  Lubin  and  for  love. 
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RONDEAU - IN  THE  QUAKER. 


1 


i 

I 


While  the  lads  of  the  village  fbaJl  merrily  ah, 

Sound  their  tabors,  I’ll  hand  thee  along. 

And  I  fay  unto  thee,  that  merrily  ah, 

'i  hou  and  I  will  be  firft  in  the  throng. 

Jo  ft  then,  when  iKe  youth  who  laft  vear  won  the  dow’r, 
And  his  mate  fhall  the  fports  have  begun, 

When  the  gay  voice  of  glat  nefs  refounds  from  each  bow’r, 
And  thou  long’ft  in  thy  heart  to  make  one, 

While  the  lads,  &c. 

Tho'e  joys  that  are  harmlefs  what  mortal  can  blame  ? 

’Tis  my  n  axim  that  youth  fhould  be  free; 

And  to  prove  that  my  words  and  my  deeds  arc  ihc  fame, 
believe  thou  {halt  prcfently  fee, 

While  the  lad  ,  Ac. 

BALLAD — in  rose  and  colin. 


I  loft  my  poor  mother 
When  only  a  child, 

And  I  fear’d  fucli  another, 
So  gentle  and  mild, 

IVas  not  to  be  found  : 

B 
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But  T  faw  my  miftake, 

For  fcarce  was  Hie  gone, 

But  I  prov’d  I  had  mother  and  father  in  one  : 

And  though  at  this  minute  he  makes  my  heart  acl*, 
There’s  not  fuch  another  fearch  all  the  world  round. 

I’d  reach’d  my  teens  fairly, 

As  blithe  as  a  bee, 

His  care,  late  and  early, 

Being  all  to  pleafe  me  : 

No  one  thing  above  ground 
Was  too  good  for  his  Rofe  ; 

At  wake,  or  at  fair, 

I  was  dreft  out  fo  gaily,  lord,  people  would  flare, 
And  I  fay  it  again,  though  he’s  peevifh,  God  knows, 
There’s  not  fuch  another,  fearch  all  the  world  round. 

But  love,  who,  they  tell  us. 

Does  many  Orange  things, 

Makes  all  the  world  jealous, 

And  mad — even  kings 
They  fay  he  can  wound. 

This  love  is  the  fore  : — 

Since  Colin  came  here, 

This  father  fo  kind  is  a  father  fevere  ; 

Yet  Dili  will  I  fay,  though  he  fcolds  more  and  more. 
There’s  not  fuch  another,  fearch  all  the  world  round. 


BALLAD — in  rose  an©  colin. 


HERI’s  all  her  geer.  her  wheel,  her  work; 

Tlide  little  bobbins  to  and  fro, 

How  oft  I’ve  fee ii  her  fingers  jerk, 

Her  pretty  fingers,  white  as  lnow. 

Each  objed:  to  me  is  fo  dear, 

My  lie-art  at  fight  on’t  throbbings  goes; 
’Twas  here  file  fat  her  down,  and  here 
dhe  told  me  (lie  was  Colin  s  Rofe. 

Tibs  poefy  for  her  when  file’s  drefs’d, 

I’ve  brought,  alas!  how  happy  I,  ^ 

Could  I  be,  bice  tlide  flowers,  carefs’d, 
And,  like  them.,  on  her  bofom  die, 
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The  violet  and  pink  1  took, 

And  every  pretty  flower  that  blows; 

1  he  role  too,  but  how  mean  twill  look 
When  by  the  fide  of  my  fweet  Rofc. 


BALLAD— i  N  ROSE  AND  COLIN. 


There  was  a  jolly  fhepherd  lad, 

And  Colin  was  his  name, 

And  all  unknown  to  her  old  dad, 

He  fometimes  to  fee  Peggy  came— 

The  object  of  his  flame. 

One  day  of  his  abfence  too  fecure. 

Her  father  thunder'd  at  the  door, 

When,  fearing  of  his  frown, 

Says  flie,  ‘  dear  love  the  chimney  climb 
‘  I  can’t,’  cries  he,  ‘  there  is  not  time 
‘  Befides,  I  fhould  tumble  down.’ 

What  could  they  do,  ta’en  unawares  ? 

They  thought,  and  thought  again; 

In  clofets  underneath  the  flairs 

To  hide  himfelf  ’twere  all  in  vain, 

He’d  foon  be  found,  ’twere  plain  : 

*  Get  up  the  chimney,  love  vo  muff,’ 

Cry’d  flic,  ‘  or  elfe  the  door  he’ll  burft, 

4  I  would  not  for  a  crown 
Young  Colin  feeing  hut  this  fhifr, 

E’en  mounted  up — Peg  lent  a  lift, 

And  cry’d,  4  don’t  tumble  down.’ 

With  throbbing  heart,  now  to  the  door, 
Poor  Peggy  runs  in  hade  ; 

Thinking  to  trick  her  father  fure; 

But  hade,  the  proverb  fays,  makes  wade, 
Which  proverb’s  here  well  plac’d. 

Her  father  fcolded  her  his  bed, 

Call’d  names,  and  faid,  among  the  red, 

4  Pray  have  you  feen  that  clown  ?’ 

She  fcarce  had  time  to  anfwer  no? 

When  all  over  black  as  a  crow, 

Poor  Colin  tumbled  down. 


16  disdin’s  selected  songs. 

<$?<■»> )•*»>««  *«-<>•• 

BALLAD — in  rose  and  colin. 


EXCUSE  me,  pray  ye  do,  dear  neighbour, 
But  Rofe,  v  u  know,  and  I 
Have  oft  partook  one  fport  or  labour, 
While  you  have  pleas’d  flood  by. 

And  fince  from  little  children  playing 
You’ve  kindly  called  me  fon, 

I  thought  to  Rofe  I  might  he  faying 
‘  Good  day,’  and  no  harm  done. 

When  you  and  father  gravely  counted, 

One  morning  in  the  barn, 

To  how  much  in  a  day  it  mounted 
That  both  of  us  could  earn, 

Since  then  you  down  the  law  were  laying, 
And  calling  me  your  fon, 

1  thought  to  Role  l  might  be  faying 
‘  Good  day,’  and  no  harm  done. 


BALLAD - IN  ANNETTE  AND  LUBIN. 


YOUNG,  and  void  of  art  or  guile, 

From  ill  intention  free, 

If  love  I’ve  cherifh’d  all  this  while, 

It  came  in  fpight  ot  me. 

When  you’ve  to  me,  and  I’ve  to  you, 
Try’d  who  could  kinddl  prove, 

If  that  was  love — what  then  to  do 
To  fly  from  this  fame  love  ? 

When  abfent  from  you  I  have  mourn’d, 
And  thought  each  hour  a  fcorc  ; 

When  on  a  fudden  you  returned, 

I’ve  thrill’d  with  joy  all  o’er  ; 

They  fay  ’twas  love— I  thought  ’twas  you 
Ha  l  made  my  heart  thus  move  ; 

Alas  what  can  a  poor  girl  do, 

To  fly  from  this  fame  love  ? 

To  every  thing  that  you  can  afk. 

What  fhould  1  fay'but  yes  ? 
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It  is  becaufe  I  like  the  talk, 

I  freely  grant  each  kifs. 

You’re  all  to  me — I’m  all  to  you — 

This  truth  our  deaths  would  prove, 

Were  we  to  part  : — What  then  to  do 
To  fly  from  this  fame  love  ? 

DUET - IN  ANNETTE  AND  LUEIN. 


EAILIFF. 


THEY  tell  me  you  liflen  to  all  that  he  fays  ; 

That  each  hour  of  the  day  you  are  full  of  his  praife  ; 

That  you  always  together  your  flocks  lead  to  graze  : 

Is  this  true  damfcl  ? 

ANNETTE, 

Yes,  Miller  Bailly. 

BAILIFF. 

They  tell  me  alfo  you  are  fo  void  of  grace 

As  to  brag  that.dear  form,  and  that  dear  pretty  face, 

That  young  dog  fhall  be  welcome  to  kifs  and  embrace : 

Is  this  true  damfel  ? 

ANNETTE, 

Yes,  Miller  Bailly. 

EAILIFT. 

The  neighbours  all  fay,  though  I  credit  them  not, 

They  have  heard  you  declare  that,  content  with  your  lot. 
Any  king  you’d  refufe  for  that  lout  and  a  cot : 

Is  this  true  damfel l. 

.  ANNETTE. 

Yes,  Miller  Bailly. 

BAILIFF. 

But  one  thing  T  vow  frights  me  out  of  my  life, 

’1  is  allow’d  on  all  hands,  that  is,  barring  the  ft  rife. 

That  you  both  live  together  juft  like  man  and  wife  ; 

Is  this  true  damfel  ? 

ANNETTE. 

Yes,  Mi  her  Bailly. 
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DUET — >IN  ANNETTE  AND  LUBIN. 


LUBIN . 

’Tis  true  that  oft,  in  the  fame  mead. 
We  both  have  led  our  flocks  to  feed, 
Where  by  each  other’s  fide  we’ve  fat; 

ANNETTE. 

Alas  !  there  was  no  harm  in  that, 

LUBIN. 

sTis  true  for  thee  this  cot  I  rofe, 
Where  thou  tak’fl:  pleafure  to  repofe  ; 
For  which  I  found  the  greeneft  plat : 

ANNETTE. 

Alas !  there  was  no  harm  in  that. 


LUBIN. 

5Tis  true  when  tired  thou  fain  would’A  reft. 
And  thy  dear  lips  to  mine  I’ve  prefs’d. 

Thy  breath,  fo  fweet !  I’ve  wonder’d  at : 

ANNETTE. 

Alas !  there  was  no  harm  in  that. 

LUBIN. 

Ah,  but  ’tis  true,  when  thou  haft  flept, 

Glofer  and  defer  have  I  crept; 

And  while  my  heart  went  pit-a-pat— 

ANNETTE. 

Alas !  there  was  no  harm  in  that. 

BALLAD—  IN  ANNETTE  AND  LUBIN. 


A  plague  take  all  fuch  grumbling  elves, 
If  they  will  rail,  fo  be  it  ; 

Becaufe  we’re  happier  than 'themfelves, 
They  can’t  endure  to  fee  it. 

For  me,  I  never  fhall  repine, 

Let  whate’er  fate  o’ertake  us ; 
for  love  and  Annette  fhall  be  mine, 
Though  all  the  world  forfake  us. 
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Then,  dear  Annette,  regard  them  not, 

The  hours  fhall  pafs  on  gaily. 

In  fpite  of  every  fnare  and  plot 
Of  that  old  doating  Bailly. 

No,  never,  Annette,  thou’lt  repine, 

Let  whate’er  fate  o’ertake  us  ; 

For  love  and  Lubin  fhall  be  thine, 

Though  all  the  world  forfake  us; 

.»4>m  <$■$>  <S><S>  ••  O'* 

BALLAD - IN  ANNETTE  AND  LUBIN, 


MY  Lord,  and  pleafe  you,  he  and  I, 

Morn,  noon,  and  night,  in  every  weather, 

From  little  children,  not  this  high, 

In  the  fame  cottage  liv’d  together. 

Our  parents  left  me  to  his  care, 

Saying,  let  no  one  put  upon  her  : 

*  No,  that  1  won’t,’  fays  he,  c  1  fwear;’ 

And  he  ne’er  lies,  and  like  your  honour* 

As  I  was  faying,  we  grew  up. 

For  all  the  world  filler  and  brother, 

One  never  had  nor  bit  nor  fup, 

Unlefs  it  was  partook  by  t’other: 

And  I  am  fure,  inflead  of  me, 

Were  it  a  duchefs,  he  had  won  her; 

Fie  is  fo  good,  and  I’ve,  d’ye  fee, 

A  tender  heart,  ank  like  your  honour. 

But,  woe  is  ours,  now  comes  the  word, 
To-day  our  forrows  are  beginning, 

What  I  thought  love — oh,  I  fhall  burft— . 
That  naffy  Bailly  fays  was  finning. 

With  Lubin,  who,  of  all  the  blifs 
I  ever  taded  is  the  donor, 

I  took  delight  to  toy  and  kifs, 

Till  I’m  with  child,  and  like  your  honour. 

BALLAD - IN  THE  CIIELSEA  PENSIONER 


BROTHER  foldiers  why  call  down  ? 
Never,  boys,  be  melancholy : 
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You  fay  our  lives  are  not  our  own, 

But  therefore  ihould  we  not  be  jolly  ? 

This  poor  tenement,  at  bell, 

Depends  on  fickle  chance :  mean  while, 

Drink,  laugh,  and  ling;  and,  for  the  reft, 
We’ll  boldly  brave  each  rude  campaign; 
Secure,  if  we  return  again. 

Our  pretty  landlady  fhall  fmile. 

Fortune  his  life  and  yours  commands, 

And  this  moment,  lhould  it  pleafe  her 

To  require  it  at  your  hands, 

You  can  but  die,  and  fo  did  Caefar. 

Our  fpan,  though  long,  were  little  worth, 

Did  we  not  time  with  joy  beguile  : 

Laugh  then  the  while  you  day  on  earth, 

And  boldly  brave,  &c. 

Life’s  a  debt  we  all  muft  pay, 

’Tis  fo  much  pleafure,  which  we  borrow, 

Nor  need,  if  on  a  didant  day 
It  is  demanded,  or  to-morrow. 

The  bottle  fays  we’re  tardy  grown, 

Do  not  the  time  and  liquor  fpoil, 

Laugh  out  the  little  life  you  own, 

And  boldly  brave,  &c. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  CHELSEA  PENSIONER 


SING  the  loves  of  John  and  Jean, 

Sing  the  loves  of  Jean  and  John ; 
John,  for  her,  would  leave  a  queen, 
jean,  for  him,  the  noblelt  don. 

She’s  his  queen, 

He’s  her  don  ; 

John  loves  Jean, 

And  Jean  loves  John. 

Whatc’er  rejoices  happy  Jean, 

Is  lure  to  burflthe  hides  ot  John, 

Does  die  for  grief,  look  thin  and  lean, 
He  inftantly  is  pale  and  wan  : 

Thin  and  lean, 

Pale  and  wan, 

John  loves  Jean. 

And  Jean  loves  John- 
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*Twas  the  lily  hand  of  Jean 
Fill’d  the  glafs  of  happy  John  ; 

.And,  heavens  !  how  joyful  was  lhe  fctn 
When  he  was  for  a  liccnfe  gone  ! 

Joyful  feen, 

They’ll  dance  anon, 

For  John  weds  Jean, 

And  Jean  weds  John. 

John  has  ta’en  to  wife  his  Jean, 

Jean’s  become  the  fpoufe  oi  John, 

Sh  no  longer  is  his  queen, 

He  no  longer  is  her  don. 

No  more  queen. 

No  more  don  ; 

John  hates  Jean, 

And  Jean  hates  John. 

Whatever  ’tis  that  pleafes  Jean, 

Ts  certain  now  to  difplcafe  John; 

With  fcolding  they’re  grown  thin  and  lean, 

With  fpleen  and  lpite  they’re  pale  and  waft. 

Thin  and  lean, 

Pale  and  wan, 

John  hates  Jean, 

And  Jean  hates  John, 

John  prays  heaven  to  take  his  Jean, 

Jean  at  the  devil  willies  John; 

He’ll  dancing  on  her  grave  be  feen, 

She’ll  laugh  when  he  is  dead  and  gone. 
They’ll  gay  be  feen. 

Dead  and  gone. 

For  John  hates  Jean, 

And  Jane  hates  John. 

«i 

BALLAD - IN  THE  CHELSEA  PENSIONER. 


WHEN  thou  fhalt  fee  his  bofom  fwelling, 
When  loft  companion’s  tear  lhall  Hart, 

As  my  poor  father’s  woes  thou’rt  telling, 
Come  back  and  claim  my  band  and  heart. 

The  caufe  blefl  eloquence  will  lend  thee ; 

Nay,  hafle,  and  eafe  my  foul’s  diflrefs; 
To  judge  thy  worth,  I’ll  here  attend  thee, 
And  rate  thy  love  by  thy  fuc cel's. 
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BALLAD - IN  THE  CHELSEA  PENSIONER. 


’TWAS  not  her  eyes,  though  orient  mines 
Can  boaft  no  gem  fo  bright  that  glows; 
Her  lips,  where  the  deep  ruby  {bines, 

Her  cheeks,  that  fhame  the  blufliing  rofe. 

Nor  yet  her  form,  Minerva’s  mien, 

Her  bofom,  white  as  Venus’  dove, 

That  made  her  my  affedtion’s  queen, 

But  ’twas  alone  her  filial  love. 


The  ruby  lip,  the  brilliant  eye, 

The  rofy  cheek,  the  graceful  form, 
In  turn  for  commendation  vie, 

And  juffly  the  fir’d  lover  charm  : 

But  tranfient  tbefe — the  charm  for  life. 
Which  reafon  ne’er  {Ball  difapprove, 
Which  truly  fhall  enfure  a  wife, 
Faithful  and  kind,  is  filial  love. 


•*«*»< 


SONG — IN  THE  CHELSEA  PEN SIONfiR. 


LET  your  courage  boy  be  true  t’ye, 

Iiard  and  painful  is  the  foldier’s  duty; 

’Tis  not  alone  to  bravely  dare, 

To  fear  a  ftranger, 

Each  threat’ning  danger, 

That  whiffles  through  the  dulky  air; 

Where  thund’ring  jar 
Couflidting  arms. 

All  the  alarms, 

And  dreadful  havock  of  the  war. 

Your  duty  done,  and  home  returning, 

With  felf-commended  ardour  burning, 

If  this  right  pride 
Foes  fihould  deride, 

And  from  your  merit  turn  afide, 

Though  than  the  war  the  conflidt’s  more  fevere, 
This  is  the  trial  you  muft  learn  to  bear. 
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BALLAD - IN  THE  FRIENDLY  TARS. 


WHTLE  up  the  fhrouds  the  failor  goes, 

Or  ventures  on  the  yard, 

The  landfman,  who  no  better  knows, 

Believes  his  lot  is  hard. 

But  Jack  with  fmiles  each  danger  meets. 

Cads  anchor,  heaves  the  log, 
r rims  all  the  fails,  belays  the  ilieets, 

And  drinks  his  can  of  grog. 

When  mountians  high  the  waves  that  fwell 
I  he  veffel  rudely  bear, 

Now  finking  in  the  hollow  del!, 

Now  quiv’ring  in  the  air. 

Bold  Jack,  &c. 

When  waves  ’gainft  rocks  and  quickfands  roar 
You  ne’er  hear  him  repine, 

Freezing  near  Greenland’s  icy  fliore, 

Or  burning  near  the  line. 

Bold  Jack,  Sc c. 

L  to  engage  they  give  the  word, 

To  quarters  all  repair, 

While  fplinter’d  mads  go  by  the  board, 

And  fliot  ling  through  the  air. 

Bold  Jack,  &c. 


BALLAD— -IN  THE  FRIENDLY  TARS. 


I  sail’d  in  the  good  fliip  the  Kitty, 

With  a  Imart  blowing  gale  and  rough  fea, 

Left  my  Polly,  the  lads  call  fo  pretty, 

Safe  here  at  an  anchor,  Yo  Yea. 

She  blubber’d  fait  tears  when  we  parted, 
And  cry’d  now  be  conftant  to  me ; 

I  told  her  not  to  be  down  hearted, 

£>o  up  went  the  anchor,  Yo  Yea. 

And  Irom  that  time,  no  worfe  nor  no  better, 
I’ve  thought  on  juft  nothing  but  fhe  ; 1 

Nor  could  grog  nor  flip  make  me  forget  her, 
Xhe’s  my  beft  b«wer  anchor,  Yo  Yea. 
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When  the  wind  whittled  larboard  and  ftarboard, 
And  the  ttorm  came  on  weather  and  lee, 

The  hope  I  with  her  ihould  be  harbour  d 
Was  my  cable  and  anchor,  Yo  Yea. 

And  yet,  my  boys,  would  you  believe  me, 
l  returned  with  no  rhino  from  fea, 

Mittrefs  Polly  would  never  receive  me, 

So  again  I  heav’d  anchor,  Yo  Pea. 

BALLAD - IN  THE  FRIENDLY  TARS* 


IF  *tis  love  to  wifh  you  near, 

To  "tremble  when  the  wind  1  hear, 

Bee au fe  at  fea  you  floating  rove  . 

If  of  you  to  dream  at  night, 

To  languifh  when  you’re  out  of  tight, 

If  this  be  loving- — then  1  love, 

If,  when  you’re  gone,  to  count  each  hour, 

To  afk  of  every  tender  power 

That  you  may  kind  and  faithful  prove; 

If  void  of  falfhood  and  deceit, 

1  feel  a  pleafure  now  we  meet, 

If  this  be  loving — then  I  love. 

To  with  your  fortune  to  partake, 
Determin’d  never  to  forfake, 

Though  low  in  poverty  we  (trove; 

If,  fo  that  me  your  wife  you’d  call, 

I  otter  you  my  little  ail ; 

If  this  be  loving— then  l  hive. 


BALD  AD  — IN  THE  FRIENDLY  TARS. 


Yet  though  I’ve  no  fortune  to  o(Ter, 

I’ve  fometbing  to  put  on  a  par; 

Come  then,  and  accept  oi  my  proffer, 
»TU  the  kind  honeft  heart  oi  a  tar. 

Nt’cr  let  fuch  a  trifle  as  this  is, 

Girls,  be  to  mv  pleafure  a  bar, 

You’ll  be  rich,  though  his  only  m  kiile.s, 
With  the  kind  honeft  heart  of  a  tar. 


BALLAD—'  IN  THE  OLD  WOMAN  OF  EIGHTY. 


Come  here  ye  rich,  come  here  ye  great, 

Come  here  ye  grave,  come  here  ye  gay, 

Behold  our  hlefl,  though  humble  fate, 

Who,  while  the  fun  fhines,  make  our  hay. 

The  gay  plum’d  lady,  with  her  date, 

Would  flie  in  courts  a  moment  flay. 

Could  flie  but  guefs  our  liappy  fate, 

Who,  while  the  fun  fhines,  make  our  hay. 

Nature  we  love,  and  art  we  hate, 

And,  blithe  and  cheerful  as  the  day, 

We  ling,  and  blefs  our  humble  fate, 

And,  while  the  fun  fhines,  make  our  hay. 

Hodge  goes  a  courting  to  his  mate, 

Who  ne’er  coquets,  nor  fays  him  nay, 

But  fhares  content,  an  humble  fate, 

And,  while  the  fun  lhines,  they  make  hay. 

The  captain  puts  on  board  his  freight, 

And  cuts  through  waves  his  dangerous  way, 

But  we  enjoy  a  gcntlgr  fate, 

And,  while  the  fun  fhines,  make  our  hay. 

See  Hodge,  and  Dick,  and  Nell,  and  Kate, 

Tn  the  green  meadow  frifk  and  play, 

And  own  that  happy  is  our  fate, 

Who,  while  the  fun  fhines,  make  our  hay. 

Come  then,  and  quit  each  glitt’ring  bait. 
Simplicity  fhall  point  the  way 

C 


Befides,  I  am  none  of  your  ninnies  ; 

The  next  time  I  come  from  afar 
I’ll  give  you  your  lap  full  of  guineas, 

With  the  kind,  honeft  heart  of  a  tar. 

Your  lords,  with  fuch  fine  baby  faces, 
That  flrut  in  a  garter  and  fear, 

Have  they,  under  their  tambour  and  laces. 
The  kind,  honeft  heart  of  a  tar. 

I’ve  this  here  to  fay,  now,  and  mind  it, 

If  love,  that  no  hazard  can  mar, 

You  are  feeking,  you’ll  certainly  find  it 
In  the  kind  honeft  heart  of  a  tar. 
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To  us,  who  blefs  our  humble  Dte, 

And,  while  the  fun  (bines,  make  our  hay. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  OLD  WOMAN  OF  EIGHTY". 


HOW  kind  and  how  good  of  his  dear  majefty, 

In  the  midfb  of  his  matters  fo  weighty, 

To  think  of  fo  lowly  a  creature  as  me, 

A  poor  old  woman  ol  eighty. 

Were  your  fparks  to  come  round  me,  in  love  with  each  charm, 
Says  I,  I  have  nothing  to  fay  t’ye ; 

I  can  get  a  voung  fellow  to  keep  my  back  warm, 

Though  a  poor  old  woman  of  eighty. 

John  Strong  is  as  comely  a  lad  as  you’ll  fee, 

And  one  that  will  never  fay  nay  t’ye ; 

I  cannot  but  think  what  a  comfort  he’ll  be 
To  me,  an  old  woman  of  eighty. 

Then  fear  not,  ye  fair  ones,  though  long  pad  your  youth, 
You’ll  have  lovers  in  fcores  beg  and  pray  t  ye, 

Only  think  of  my  fortune,  who  have  but  one  tooth, 

'  A  poor  old  woman  of  eighty. 


BALLAD— IN  THE  TOUCHSTONE. 


PARENTS  may  fairly  thank  themfelves, 
Should  love  our  duty  mafter, 
Checking  his  power,  thefenfeleis  elves 
But  tie  the  knot  the  latter. 

To  trick  fuch  dotards,  weak  and  vain, 

Is  duty  and  allegiance, 

W hi  1(1  love,  and  all  his  pleafing  train, 
To  fly  were  ddobedience. 


As  fickle  fancy,  or  caprice, 

Or  headlong  v-  him,  advifes, 
Children,  and  all  their  future  peace, 
Become  the  facritices : 

Yhcn  trick  thefe  dotards,  weak  and  vam 
’  (  is  duty  and  allegiance  ; 

Whilft  lose, ’and  all  his  plcahng  tram, 

']  o  ffy  were  diiobcdicMce. 
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SONG - IN  THE  TOUCHSTONE. 


THIS  life  is  like  a  troubled  ft  a, 

Where,  helm  a-weather  or  a-Iee, 

The  fhip  will  neither  (lav  nor  wear. 

« 

But  cirives,  of  ever)'  rock,  in  fear  ; 

All  feamanfliip  in  vain  we  try. 

We  cannot  keep  her  fttaclily, 

Bnt,  juft:  as  fortune’s  wind  may  blow, 
The  veiTel’s  tofticated  to  and  iro  ; 

Yet,  come  but  love  on  board, 

Our  hearts  with  pleafure  ftor’d, 
Nottorm  can  overwhelm, 

Still  hlows  in  vain 
The  hurricane, 

While  he  is  at  the  helm. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  TOUCHSTONE. 


MY  name’s  Ted  Blarney,  I’ll  be  bound, 
And  man  and  boy,  upon  this  ground. 
Pull  twenty  vears  I’ve  beat  m\  round. 
Crying  Vatixh^ll  watch: 

And  as  that  time’s  a  Titt  e  fhott, 

With  fomefmall  folks  that  here  refort. 

To  be  lure  I  have  not  had  iome  lport. 
Crying  Vauxhall  watch. 

Oh  of  pretty  wenches  dreft  fo  tight, 

And  macaronies  what  a  fighr, 

Of  a  moonlight  morn  I’ve  bid  good  night. 
Crying  Vauxhall  watch. 

The  lover  cries  no  foul  will  fee, 

You  are  deceived  my  love,  tries  flic, 
Dare’s  that  ! rifli  tatf  there — meaning  me- 
Crying  Vauxhall  watch. 

So  they  goes  on  with  their  amorous  talk, 
Till  they  gcntlv  fteals  to  the  dark  walk, 
While  I  fteps  afide,  no  fpoit  to  balk, 
Crying  Vauxhall  watch. 

Oh  of  pretty  wenches,  &c. 
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BALLAD - INTHE  wives’  revenge. 


CURTIS  was  old  Hodge’s  wife, 

For  virtue  none  was  ever  fuch, 

She  led  fo  pure,  fo  chade  a  life, 

Hodge  faid  ’twas  vartue  over  much  ; 

For  fays  fly  old  Hodge,  fays  he, 

Great  talkers  do  the  lead  d’ye  fee. 

Curtis  faid  if  men  were  rude 
She’d  fcratch  their  eyes  out,  tear  their  hair  ; 
Cry’d  Hodge,  I  believe  thou’rt  wond’rous  good, 
However,  let  us  nothing  fwear.' 

For  fays,  &c. 

One  night  fhe  dreamt  a  drunken  fool 
Be  rude  with  her  in  fpight  would  fain  ; 

She  makes  no  more,  but,  with  joint  dool. 

Falls  on  her  hufband  might  and  main. 

Still  fays,  & c. 

Bv  that  time  fhe  had  broke  his  nofe, 

Hodge  made  fhife  to  wake  his  wife  ; 

Dear  Hodge,  faid  ike,  judge  by  thefe  blows, 

}  prize  rav  vartue  as  my  life. 

Still  fays,  &c. 

I  dreamt  a  rude  man  on  me  fell  ; 

However  l  his  project  marr’d  : 

Dear  wife,  cried  Hodge,  ’tis  mighty  well, 

But  next  time  don’t  hit  quite  fo  hard. 

For  fays,  &e. 

j  * 

At  break  of  day  Hodge  crofs’d  a  dile, 

Near  to  a  field  of  new-mown  hay, 

Andfaw,  and  curd  his  dars  the  while, 

Curtis  and  Numps  in  am’rousplay- 
Was’nt  I  right,  fays  Hodge,  fays  he, 

Great  talkers  do  the  lead  d’ye  fee, 

GLEE — IN  THE  wives’  revenge. 


YOUNG  Paris  was  bled  jud  as  I  am  this  hour, 
When  proud  Juno  effer’d  him  riches  and  power, 
When  dately  Minerva  of  war  talk’d  and  arms, 
When  Venus  beam’d  on  him  a  fmile  lull  of  charms. 
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Venus’  charms  gain’d  the  prize,  what  an  idiot  was  he  ! 
The  apple  of  gold  I’d  have  parted  in  three  ; 

And,  contenting  them  all  by  this  witty  device. 

Given  juno,  and  Pallas,  and  Venus  a  flice. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  SHEPHERDESS  OF  THE  ALPS. 


WHEN  jealous  out  of  feafon, 
When  deaf  and  blind  to  reafon, 

Of  truth  we’ve  no  belief; 

With  rage  we’re  overflowing, 

Nor  why,  nor  wherefore  knowing. 
And  the  heart  goes  throb  with  grieL 

But  when  the  fit  is  over. 

And  kindnefs  from  the  lover 
Does  every  doubt  deflroy, 

Away  fly  thoughts  alarming, 

Each  objetfl  appears  charming, 
And  the  heart  goes  throb  with  joy. 


BALLAD — IN  THE  SHEPHERDESS  OF  THE  ALPS. 


BY  love  and  fortune  guided, 

I  quit  the  bufy  town  ; 

With  cot  and  fliecp  provided, 

And  veflmcnts  of  a  clown. 

Thus  have  I  barter’d  riches 
For  a  fhepherd’s  little  Hock  ; 

A  crook  to  leap  o’er  ditches, 

And  well  to  climb  each  rock: 

A  faithful  dog,  my  Heps  to  guide, 
A  fcrip^aud  hautboy  by  my  fide. 

And  my  horn,  to  give  the  alarm, 

When  wolves  would  harm 
My  flock. 

Ah,  fay  then,  who  can  blame  me? 
For  beauty  ’tis  I  roam  ; 

But,  if  the  chafe  fhould  tame  me, 
Perhaps  l  may  come  home. 

Till  then  I’ll  give  up  riches,  &c. 

C  a 
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BALLAD - IN  THE  SHEPHERDESS  OF  THE  ALPS. 


THE  riflng  fun  Lyfander  found, 

Shedding  tears  o’er  Phillis’  tomb, 

Who  fwore  he  ne’er  would  leave  the  ground, 
But  pafs  his  life  in  that  dear  gloom. 
Tearing  his  hair,  the  frantic  youth 
Cry’d,  food  and  raiment  I  deny; 

And  with  my  life  fhall  end  my  truth, 

For  love  of  Phillis  will  I  die. 

The  radient  god  made  half  his  tour, 

The  kine  fought  fhelter  from  his  heat, 
Which  pafs’d  within  the  cottage  door, 

Where  poor  Lyfander  drank  and  eat. 

His  dinner  finifh’d,  up  he  rofe, 

Stalk’d,  lighing,  filently  and  flow, 

To  where  were  hung  his  Sunday’s  clothes, 
Then  took  a  walk  to  chafe  his  woe. 

The  fun  to  Thetis  made  his  wav. 

When,  underneath  a  friendly  fliade, 

A  fhepherd  fung  in  accents  gay. 

His  paflion  for  a  gentle  maid. 

O  lovers,  what  are  all  your  cares ! 

Your  lighs !  your  fufferings!  tell  me  what  ! 
To  Dapline  ’tis  Lyfander  fwears, 

And  lovely  Phillis  is  forgot. 


••O'*  "<>« 


SONG - IN  THE  TOUCHSTONE. 


MY  tears — alas  !  I  cannot  fpeak  ! 

Muft  thank  this  goodnefs,  fure,  divine  ! 
For  had  I  words — words  are  too  weak, 

Too  poor  to  vent  fucli  thoughts  as  mine, 

The  fun, in  jts  meridian  heighr. 

Will  gratitude  like  this  infpire ; 

Whole  kindly  heat  and  piercing  light, 

We  wonder  at,  and  we  admire. 
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BALLAD — IN  THE  SHEPHERDESS  OF  THE  ALPS. 


THE  coy  Paftora  Damon  woo’d, 

Damon  the  witty  and  the  gay; 

Damon,  who  never  fair  purfu’d 
But  flie  became  an  eafy  prey. 

Yet,  with  this  nymph,  his  ev’ry  power 
In  vain  he  tries,  no  language  moves ; 

Thus  do  we  fee  the  tender  fiower 

Shrink  from  the  fun  whofe  warmth  it  loves. 

Piqued  at  the  little  angry  pufs, 

Cry’d  he,  fhe  fets  me  all  on  fire  ! 

Then  plagues  herfelf,  and  makes  this  fufs, 
Only  to  raife  her  value  higher. 

For,  that  fhe  loves  me  every  hour, 

Each  moment  fome  new  inflance  proves : 
Thus  do  we  fee  the  tender  flower 

Shrink  from  the  fun,  whofe  warmth  it  loves-. 

How  to  refolve  then  ?  what  refource  ? 

By  fair  means  fhe  will  near  come  to  ; 

What  of  a  little  gentle  force  ? 

Suppofe  I  try  what  that  will  do  ? 

I  know  flic’ll  tears  in  torrents  pour; 

I  know  her  cries  will  pierce  the  groves : 
Thus  do  we  fee  the  tender  flower 
Shrink  from  the  fun,  whofe  warmth  it  loves, 


RONDEAU — IN  THE  SHEPHERDESS  OF  THE  ALPS. 
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AH  men !  what  filly  things  you  are. 

To  woman  thus  to  humble, 

Who,  fowler  like,  but  fpreads  her  fnare, 
Or,  at  her  timid  game 
Takes  aim, 

Pop,  Pop,  and  down  you  tumble. 

She  marks  you  down,  fly  where  you  will, 
Or’e  clover,  grafs,  or  ftubble  ; 

Can  wing  you,  feather  you,  or  kill, 

Juft  as  flie  takes  the  trouble. 

Ah  men,  &c. 
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Then  fly  not  from  us,  ’tis  in  vain, 
We  know  the  art  of  fetting, 

As  well  as  fhooting,  and  can  train 
The  fliyeft  man  our  net  in. 

Ah  men,  & c. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  SHEPHERDESS  OF  THE  ALPS, 


BRIGHT  gems  that  twinkle  from  afar, 
Planets,  and  every  letter  ftar, 

That  darting  each  a  downward  ray, 
Confole  us  for  the  lofs  of  day, 

Begone  !  e’en  Venus,  whofo  bright, 
Reflects  her  vittons  pure  and  white, 
Quick  difappear,  and  quit  the  Ikies,. 
For  lo  !  the  moon  begins  to  rife ! 

Ye  pretty  warblers  of  the  grove, 

Who  chant  fuch  artlefs  tales  of  love. 
The  throttle,  gurgling  in  his  throat, 
The  linnet  with  his  filver  note, 

The  foaring  lark,  the  whittling  thrufli, 
The  mellow  blackbird,  goldfinch,  hufli. 
Fly,  vanifh,  difappear,  take  wing, 

The  nightingale  begins  to  fing. 


BALLAD— i  N  THE  SHEPHERDESS  OF  THE  ALPS. 


HERE  ficcps  in  peace,  beneath  this  ruftic  vafe, 

The  tendered:  lover  a  Juifband  could  prove; 

Of  all  this  diftrefs,  alas !  1  am  the  caufe, 

So  much  I  ador’d  him,  heaven  envied  my  love. 

The  fighs  I  refpire  ev’ry  morn  1  arife, 

The  mifery  I  cherifh,  the  grief,  and  the  pain, 

The  thoufand  of  tears  that  fall  from  my  eyes, 

>re  all  the  fad  comforts  for  me  that  remain. 

When,  his  colours  difplay’d,  honour  call’d  him  to  arms 
By  tender  perluafions  1  kept  him  away, 

His  glory  forgetting  for  thefe. fatal  charms, 

And  to  punifli  me  he  is  deprived  oi  the  day. 
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Since  when  to  his  memory  I’ve  rais’d  this  fad  tomb. 
Where  to  join  him,  alas  !  I  fliall  fhortly  defcend  ; 
Where  forrow,  nor  pain,  nor  affliction  can  come, 

And  where  both  my  love  and  my  crime  fliall  have  end.' 

BALLAD - IN  HARLEQUIN  FREEMASON. 


IN  all  your  dealings  take  good  care, 

InftruCted  by  the  friendly  fquare, 

To  be  true,  upright,  juft,  and  fair, 

And  thou  a  fellow-craft  fhalt  be  i 
The  level  fo  muft  poifethy  mind, 

That  fatisfaCtion  thou  fhalt  find, 

When  to  another  fortune’s  kind  . 

And  that's  the  drift  of  mafonry. 

The  compafs  t’other  two  compounds, 

And  fays,  though  anger’d  on  juft  grounds, 

Keep  all  your  paflions  within  bounds, 

And  thou  a  fellow  craft  fhalt  be. 

Thus  fymbols  of  our  order  are 
The  compafs,  level,  and  the  fquare  ; 

Which  teach  us  to  be  juft  and  fair  : 

And  that’s  the  drift  of  mafonry, 

••■(H  <®><g>  “<>.i  hh 

BALLAD— in  harlequin  freemason. 


THE  Sun’s  a  free.mafon,  he  works  all  the  day, 
Village,  city,  and  town  to  adorn; 

Then  from  labour  at  reft. 

At  his  lodge  in  the  weft, 

Takes  with  good  brother  Neptune  a  glafs  on  his  way. 
Thence  ripe  for  the  fair, 

He  flies  from  all  care, 

To  Dame  Thetis’  charms, 

Till  rous’d  from  her  arms 
By  the  morn. 

So  do  we,  our  labour  done, 

Firft  the  glafs. 

And  then  the  lais, 

And  then 
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Sweet  (lumbers  give frcih  force 
'To  run  our  courfe, 

Thus  with  the  rifingfuil. 

The  courfe  of  the  fun  all  our  myftcries  defines  * 

Firfl  mafonry  rofe  in  the  eaft, 

Then,  to  no  point  confin’d. 

His  rays  cheer  mankind  ;  ^  . 

Befides,  who’ll  deny  but  he  well  knows  the  figus  ? 
The  Grand  Maher  he 
Then  of  mafons  fhall  be. 

Nor  Lhal  1  ought  the  craft  harm, 

Till  to  fhine  and  to  warm 
He  has  ceas’d. 

Then  like  him,  our  labour  done,  &c. 

Bx4LLAD - IN  HARLEQUIN  FREEMASON. 


AT  a  jovial  meeting  of  gods  once  on  high, 

Ere  Bacchus  was  hatch’d  from  old  Jupiter’s  thigh, 

This  one  told  his  dory,  and  that  fung  his  fong, 

And  did  what  he  could  left  the  time  fhould  feem  long. 
Apollo  read  verfes,  the  Graces  wreath’d  flowers, 

The  Mufes  of  harmony  fung  forth  the  powers,  . 

Bully  Mars  crack’d  his  joke,  and  fly  Momus  his  jeft  S 
Yet  their  mirth  wanted  fomething  to  give  it  a  zeft. 

Said  Jove,  our  aflembly  to-day’s  pretty  full, 

Yet,  1  don’t  know  how  ’tis,  we  are  horridly  dull; 

We  have  all  the  ingredients  that  mirth  fhould  infpire. 

But  foaie  clay-born  alloy  damps  our  heavenly  fire, 

1  have  it — in  this  I’ll  a  mixture  inclofe 

Of  all  the  delight's  whence  good  fellovvfliip  flows, 

And  we’ll  tafie  of  its  produce,  for  mirth’s  had  at  heft 
When  there’s  any  thing  wanting  to  give  it  a  zeft. 

So  faying,  fo  doing,  he  buried  the  fhrine,. 

Which  quickly  fprung  up  in  the  form  of  a  vine, 

The  leaves  broad  and  verdant,  the  fruit  deepeft  blue, 
Whence  a  juice  flow’d  that  health,  love,  or  youth  might 
renew. 

Its  influence  to  fed,  they  came  round  it  in  fwarms  , 

Mars  took  draughts  of  courage,  and  Venus  diank 
charms  ; 

Momus  fw allow’d  bon  mots,  Cupid  love  fo  the  left, 
While  Jove,  fpuining  ne&ar,  cry ’d— This  is  the  zeft. 
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BALLAD  — IN  HARLEQUIN  FREEMASON, 


HERE  I  was,  my  good  matters,  my  name’s  Teddy  Clinch, 
My  cattle  are  found,  and  l  drives  to  an  inch; 

From  Hyde  Park,  to  White  Chapel  I  well  know  the  town, 
And  many’s  the  time  I’ve  took  up  and  fet  down  : 

In  fhort,  in  the  bills  I’ll  be  bound  for’t  there’s  rot 
A  young  youth  who,  like  Teddy,  can  tip  the  long  trot. 

Oh  the  notions  of  life  that  I  fee  from  my  box, 

While  faces  of  all  kinds  come  about  me  in  flocks  ; 

The  fot  whom  I  drive  home  to  deep  out  the  day, 

The  kind  one  who  plies  for  a  fare  at  the  play; 

Or, your  gents  of  the  law,  there,  who,  fourin  a  lot, 

To  Wettminfter  Hall  I  oft  tip  the  long  trot. 

My  coach  receives  all,  like  the  gallows  and  fea, 

So  I  touch  but  my  fair  you  know  all’s  one  to  me  ; 

The  men  of  the  gown,  and  the  men  of  the  fword, 

A  ma’am,  or  a  gambler,  a  rogue,  or  a  lord; 

To  wherever  you’re  going  I  well  know  the  fpot, 

And,  do  you  tip  a  tizzy,  I’ll  tip  the  long  trot. 

•>4 


BALLAD — IN  THE  ISLANDERS. 


THE  ladies’  faces,  now  n-davs. 

Are  various  as  their  humours, 

And  on  complexions  oft  we  gaze. 

Brought  home  from  the  perfumer’s. 

Hid  as  it  were  beneath  a  cloak, 

The  beauty’s  falfe  that  wins  you, 

Then  parpon  me,  bv  way  of  joke, 

If!  prefer  my  Dingy. 

A  handkerchief  can  rub  away 
Your  rofes  and  your  lillics  ; 

The  more  you  rub,  the  more  you  may, 
My  Dingy  d-ngy  ttill  is. 

Befides,  her  hair  is  black  as  jet. 

Her  eyes  arc  gems  from  India  ; 

Rail  as  you  lift  then,  1  fit  all  vet, 

For  joke’s  fake  love  poor  Dingy. 
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BALLAD— in  THE  ISLANDERS, 


DID  fortune  bid  me  chufe  a  date 
From  all  that’s  rich,  and  all  that’s  great, 
From  all  that  oftentation  brings, 

The  fplendor,  pride,  and  pomp  of  kings  ; 
Thefe  gifts,  and  more,  did  fhe  difplay, 
With  health,  that  felt  not  life’s  decay, 

I’d  fpurn  with  fcorn  the  ufelefs  lot. 

Were  my  Camilla’s  name  forgot. 

But  did  file  for  my  fate  affign,  ' 

That  I  fhould  labour  in  a  mine; 

Or,  with  many  wretches  more, 

In  flavery  chain  me  to  an  oar ; 

Or  from  the  Tight  of  men  exiled, 

Send  me  to  a  Siberian  wild, 

For  this  and  more  would  fhe  attone, 

Were  my  Camilla  all  my  own. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  ISLANDERS, 


WHEN  Yanko  dear  fight  far  away, 
Some  token  kind  me  fend  ; 

One  branch  of  olive,  for  dat  fay 
Me  wiih  de  battle  end. 

The  poplar  tremble  as  him  go, 

Say  of  dy  life  take  care. 

Me  fend  no  laurel,  forme  know 
Of  that  him  find  him  fliare. 

De  ivy  fay  my  heart  be  true, 

Me  droop  fay  willow  tree, 

De  torn  he  fay  me  Tick  for  you, 

De  fun-flower  tink  of  me. 

Till  laffc  me  go,  weep  wid  the  pine, 
For  fear  poor  Yanko  dead  ; 

He  come,  and  I  de  myrtle  twine, 
In  chaplet  for  him  head. 


> 
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SONG — IN  THE  ISLANDERS. 


I’LL  mount  the  cliffs,  I’ll  watch  the  coaft, 
Anxious  fome  welcome  tidings  foon  to  bear, 
Nor  let  your  fortitude  be  loft, 

Confiding  ftill  in  honeft  Yanko’s  care, 
Though  to  my  comrades  I’m  untrue, 

H  onour  fhall  infidelity  applaud, 

And  call  in  charity  to  you, 

My  broken  faith  to  them  a  pious  fraud. 

•>*>•• 

,  BALLAD — in  THE  ISLANDERS 


ORRA  no  talk,  no  fay  fine  word, 

No  drefs  him,  no  look  gay, 

Vay  little  ling  you  hear  von  bird, 

Him  mate  be  gone  away. 

Orra  tell  true,  flie  have  no  grace 
Of  lady  for  him  part, 

Dare  beauty  all  be  in  him  face, 

But  Orra  in  him  heart. 

Orra  do  little,  all  fhe  do; 

Frogive,  for  fhe  no  gall, 

To  every  ting  flic  promife  true, 

Love  Yanko,and  dat  all. 

But  Orra,  &c. 

BALLAD - IN  THE  ISLANDERS 


POOR  Orra  tink  of  Yanko  dear, 
Do  he  be  gone  forever, 

For  he  no  dead,  he  ftill  live  here, 
And  he  from  here  go  never. 

Like  on  a  fand  me  mark  him  face, 
De  wave  ccme  roll  him  over, 

De  mark  him  go,  but  ftill  the  place 
5Tis  eafy  to  difeover. 
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I  fee  fore  now  de  tree  de  flower, 

He  droop  like  Orra,  furely, 

An  i  den  by’m  bye  there  come  a  fhower, 

He  hold  him  head  up  purely  : 

And  fo  fome  time  me  tink  me  die, 

My  heart  fo  nek  he  grieve  me, 

But  in  a  lily  time  me  cry 

Good  deal,  and  dat  relieve  me. 

••O’**  <5*g>  >«• 

SONG — IN  THE  ISLANDERS. 


PASSION  is  a  torrent  rude, 

Which  rapid  bears  down  every  height, 

A  turbulent,  unruly  flood, 

Which  with  the  ocean  would  unite. 

Reafon’s  a  fountain,  calm  ferene, 

Which,  near  gay  fields,  and  laughing  bow’rs, 
While  it  reflects  th’  enchanting  feene. 

Is  born  among  a  bed  of  flowers. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  INLANDERS, 


A  BED  of  mofs  we’ll  firaight  prepare, 
Where,  near  him  gently  creeping, 

We’ll  pat  his  cheeks,  and  flroke  his  hair, 
And  watch  him  while  he’s  fleeping. 

Sweet  flowers  of  every  feent  and  hue, 

Pinks,  violets,  and  rofes, 

And  blooming  hyacinths  we’ll  flrew, 

As  fwcetly  he  repofes. 

And  we’ll  with  fond  emotion  hart, 

And  while,  with  admiration, 

We  foftly  feel  his  fluttering  heart, 

Partake  its  palpitation. 

BALLAD - IN  THE  ISLANDERS. 


COME,  courage  lads,  and  drink  away, 
A  man  upon  his  wedding  day 
Ought  rarely  well  his  part  to  play 
At  Stingo,  or  October  : 
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For,  who  would  be  that  ftupid  elf 
For  whim,  caprice,  or  love,  or  pelf, 

To  poifon,  hang,  or  drown  himfelf, 

Or  marry  when  he’s  fober. 

For  madam’s  will  at  nothing  flops, 

She  muff  have  halls,  and  routs,  and  fops, 

And  ofren  ranfack  ail  the  drops, 

In  gay  attire  to  robe  her  : 

Then  drink  the  day  you  take  a  wife, 

As  the  lafl  comfort  of  your  life  : 

For,  ever  after,  noife  and  ft  rife 
Are  fure  to  keep  you  fober. 

BALLAD - INTENDED  FOR  THE  QUAKER. 


THOU’ST  heard  thofe  old  proverbs,  ne’er  lean  on  a  rufh, 
A  bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  two  in  the  both, 

/Tis  the  money  paid  down  that  decides  who’s  the  winner 
'Who  waits  upon  fortune’s  ne’er  fure  of  a  dinner  : 

Out  of  light  out  of  mind,  delaying  breeds  danger. 

He  ought  to  be  cozen'd  who  trufts  to  a  ftranger  • 

Heaven  take  my  friend,  and  the  old  one  my  brother, 
Promifing’s  one  thing,  performing  another. 

Much  may  fall  out  ’twixt  the  cup  and  the  lip, 

The  builder’s  receipt’s  the  heft  fail  in  the  iliip*, 

’fis  a  good  thing  to  lend,  but  a  better  to  borrow, 

Pay  me  to-day,  and  i’ll  truft  you  to-morrow. 

Brag  is  a  good  dog,  but  hold-faff  a  better, 

You  may  guefs  at  a  word  when  you  know  the  fir  ft  letter, 
There’s  not  the  moff  fire  where  you  fee  the  mo  ft  fmothcr, 
Promifing’s one  thing,  performing  another. 

BALLAD  — IN  THE  MISCHANCE. 

T>  THINK  on  the  time  when  you  came  home  at  night, 

And  flipp’d  upon  mufcles,  no  lily  more  white, 

When  1  u "ed  to  provide  you  with  many  a  treat 
Of  as  fine  Melton  ©yfters  as  ever  were  cat. 

Now  fee  what  a  change !  all  the  mufcles  for  me 
May  be  tiod  under  foot,  or  thrown  into  the  fca  ; 

My  joey  is  falfe  !  and  the  once  fprightly  tone 
W ith  which  i  cry’d  oyfters  is  funk  to  a  drone  ! 
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When  the  lad  kit  of  falmon  we  fat  down  to  broach, 

And  you  told  me  your  heart  was  as  found  as  a  roach, 
How  fvveet  was  my  temper  !  what  joys  did  I  fell, 

.Little  thinking  you’d  ilip  through  my  hands  like  an  eel. 
But  my  temper’s  now  chang’d — I,  that  once  was  id  mi  kb 
I  was  thought  to  be  gentle  and  meek  as  a  child, 

So  crulfyam  grown,  I  ne’er  fpeak  a  word  civil, 

And  my  cudomers  fay  I’m  as  crofs  as  the  devil. 

My  flail  was  fo  clean,  and  my  tubs  were  fo  white. 

They  were  perfectly — people  would  tell  me — a  fight: 

I  liden’d  with  joy  when  the  folks  told  me  fo, 

Lor  my  da  11  and  my  tubs  were  both  fcower’d  for  Joe. 

But  now  they’re  all  dirty,  neglected  they  lie, 

I  oft  ti  f i-  iv  C  them  up,  and  as  oft  throw  them  by, 

For  his  fake  I  pleafure  in  cleaning  them  found, 

Be  has  left  me,  and  now  they’re  as  black  as  the  ground. 


BALLAD— IN  PANDORA. 


V/HAT  naughty  things  we  women  are, 
Who  long  for  fruit  forbidden  ; 

Though  ’twere  our  bane,  we  cannot  bear 
The  lead  thing  from  us  hidden. 

But  what  we  fee  will  we  believe, 

1  hough  ill  on  ill  we’re  heaping, 
Though  to  this  day,  from  mother  Ere, 
WeAave  always  paid  for  peeping. 

Thus  curious  girls,  urged  by  their  youth,. 

Thoughtlefs  what  they  were  doing, 
Have  fall  hood  found  difguis’d  like  truth, 
And  mafk’d  like  pleafure,  ruin. 

I  a  dead  of  fniJing,  who  mud  grieve, 
Whofejoys  are  turn’d  to  weeping, 

And  who  too  larte,  like  mother  Eve, 

Find  they  have  paid  for  peeping. 

Should  l  to  my  dt  fires  give  way, 

I  may  encounter  iorrow, 

And  that  I  think  a  good  to-day, 

May  prove  an  ill  to-morrow. 

Yet,  cautious  prudence,  by  your  leave. 
The  fccrct’s  in  my  keeping; 

1  a  vi  weak  woman,  and,  like  Eve, 
Chinnot  refrain  from  peeping. 


bibdin’s  selected  songs. 


41 

BALLAD — i  N  THE  REASONABLE  ANIMALS. 


— A  Wolf  who  had  heen  a  Lawyer 

By  roguery,  ’tis  true, 

I  opulent  grew, 

jul>  like  any  other  profeffional  finner  ; 

An  orphan,  d’ye  fee, 

Would  juft  walk  down  my  tea, 

And  a  poor  friendlefs  widow  would  ferve  me  for  dinner. 

I  was,  to  be  fine, 

Of  the  helplefs  and  poor 
A  guardian  appointed  to  manage  the  pelf ; 

And  I  manag’d  it  well, 

But  how — fays  you — tell  ? 

Why  I  let  them  all  ftarve,  to  take  care  of  myfelf. 

With  thefe  tricks  I  went  on 
Till,  faith  fir,  anon, 

A  parcel  of  ftupid,  mean-foirited  fou’s, 

As  they  narrowly  watch’d  me, 

Soon  at  my  tricks  catch'd  me. 

And,  in  their  own  words,  haul’d  me  over  the  coals.1 
In  the  pillory,  that  fate 
For  rogues,  loon  or  late, 

I  flood,  for  the  fport  of  a  diffolute  mob; 

Till  my  neck  Mafter  Ketch 
Was  fo  eager  to  ftretch, 

That  I  gave  the  thing,  up  as  a  dangerous  job. 

Now  a  avoH — from  their  dams 
1  ftcal  plenty  of  lambs, 

Pamper’d  high,  and  well  fed — an  infatiable  glutton — 

In  much  the  fame  fphere 
When  a  man,.  I  move  here, 

Make  and  break  laws  at  pleafure,  and  kill  my  own, 
mutton. 

Then  fmee,  for  their  fport, 

No  one  here  moves  the  court, 

Nor  am  I  amenable  to  an  employer, 

I  fhall  ever  prefer, 

With  your  leave,  my  good  fir, 

The  life  of  a  wolf  to  the  life  of  a  l  aw  yen. 
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BALLAD—  IN  THE  REASONABLE  ANIMALS, 


— A  hog  <who  had  been  an  alderman. — •- 

FOR  dainties  I’ve  had  of  them  all, 

At  taverns,  Lord  Mayor’s,  and  Guildhall, 
Where  the  purveyors,  nothing  dingy, 

To  fill  the  wallet, 

And  pamper  the  palate, 

Have  rarities  brought  from  India. 

Then  what  bonifies  what  one  takes  in, 

For,  when  one’s  cram’d  up  to  the  chin, 

Why,  really,  good  friend  to  my  thinking* 
if  on  venifon  and  wines, 

Or  on  hogwafh,  one  dines, 

At  lad  ’tis  but  eatmgxand  drinking. 

Belides,  I’ve  no  books  I  arrange, 

Nor  at  two  need  I  e’er  go  to  change  ; 

Have  no  bu  fin  els  with  note,  bond,  or  tally. 

Nor  need  i,  from  any  ill  luck, 

Either  bull,  or  a  bear,  or  lame  duck, 

Ever  fear  waddling  out  of  the  alley. 

For  dainties,  &c. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  REASONABLE  ANIMALS, 


— A  bull : who  had  been  an  Irijhtnan — 

IS’T  my  dory  you’d  know  ? — 1  was  Patrick  Mulrooney* 
A  jolman,  and  Ireland  my  nation, 

To  be  lure  l  was  not  a  tight  id  low  too,  honey, 

Before  my  tranfmogrifkation. 

I  did  not  at  all  talk  of  flames  and  of  darts, 

To  conquer  the  fair — the  dear  jewels  ! 

And  wid  hufbands,  becafe  why  I  won  their  wives’  hearts* 
I  did  not  light  plenty  of  duels. 

Then  arrah,  bodder  how  you  ca.», 

You’ll  ne’er  perfuade  me,  honey, 

For  1  fhall  alWavs,  bull  or  man, 
lie  Patrick  Mulrooney, 
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When  at  Almack’s,  or  White’?,  or  at  Brookes’s,  or  Boodle’s, 
I’ve  fat  up  all  night  in  the  morning, 

’Mongft  blacklegs,  and  coggers,  and  pigeons,  and  noodles. 
The  calling  to  ufe  I  was  born  in  c 
To  be  fure  many  honefl  gold  guineas  it  yields, 

But,  iince  ’tis  a  fervice  of  danger, 

I’m  a  better  man  now  I’m  a  bull  in  the  fields, 

To  popping  and  tilting  a  ftranger. 


•••<►*»  "O" 


BALLAD - IN  LIBERTY-HALL. 


WERE  Patience  kind  to  me 
Oh  he  de  nos ! 

Far  plyther  than  a  coat  I’d  be* 

Oh  he  de  nos  ! 

Leap,  fkip,  and  pound,  would  poor  Ap  Hugh,. 

And  capriole,  and  caper  too, 

And  friik,  and  jump,  and  dance,  look  you, 

Oh  he  de  nos  ! 

But  Patience  very  cruel  is, 

Oh  he  de  nos ! 

With  jibes,  and  cheers,  and  mockeries. 

Oh  he  dc  nos  1 

Which  makes' to  figh  and  fob  Ap  Hugh, 

And  whining,  his  fad  fortune  rue, 

And  crieve,  and  croan,  and  crunt,  look  y©u3 
Oil  he  de  nos  ! 


BALLAD - IN  LIBERTY-HALL. 


WHEN  faintly  gleams  the  doubtful  day, 

Ere  yet  the  dew  drops  on  the  thorn. 
Borrow  a  luftre  from  the  ray 

That  tips  with  gold  the  dancing  corn, 
Health  bids  awake,  and  homage  pay 
To  him  who  gave  another  morn. 

And.,  well  with  flrength  his  nerves  t©  bra«e. 
Urges  the  fportfman  to  the  chafe. 

Do  we  parfue  tire  timid  hare, 

As  trembling  o’er  the  lawn  file  bounds  ? 
Still  of  herfafety  have  we  care* 
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I  While  Teeming  death  her  heps  furrounds, 

We  the  defencelefs  creature  fnare, 

And  inflant  flop  the  well  taught  hounds  : 
For  cruelty  fliould  ne’er  difgrace 
The  welbearn’d  pleafure  of  the  chafe. 

Do  we  purfue  the  fuhtle  fox, 

Still  let  him  breaks  and  rivers  try, 

Through  marfhes  wade,  or  climb  the  rocks, 
The  deep-mouth’d  hounds  dial!  following  fly 
And  while  he  every  danger  mocks, 

Unpitied  fhall  the  culprit  die: 

To  quell  this  cruel,  artful  race, 

Is  labour  worthy  of  the  chafe. 

Return’d,  with  {baggy  fpoils  well  flor’d, 

To  our  convivial  joys  at  night, 

We  toad:,  and  fil'd:  our  country’s  lord, 

Anxious  who  mod:  fhall  do  him  right; 

The  fair  next  crowns  the  focial  board, 

Britons  fliould  love  as  well  as  fight — 

For  he  who  flights  the  tender  race, 

Is  held  unworthy  of  the  chafe. 

SONG - IN  LIBERTY-HALL. 


WHO  to  my  wounds  a  balm  advifes. 

But  little  knows  what  I  endure  ; 

The  patient’s  pain  to  torture  rifes 

When  medicine’s  try’d,  and  fails  to  cure. 

What  can  the  wifed  counfel  teach  me, 

But  fad  remembrance  of  my  grief  ? 

Alas  !  your  kindnefs  cannot  reach  me, 

It  gives  but  woids — I  alk  relief. 


•»  «► 
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BALLAD - IN  LIBERTY-HALL. 


JACK  RATLIN  was  the  ablefl:  fea-man, 
None  like  him  could  hand,  reef,  and  fleer,, 
No  dangerous  toil  but  he’d  encounter, 

With  {kill,  and  in  contempt  of  fear: 

In  fight  a  lion— the  battle  ended, 

Meek  as  a  bleating  lamb  he’d  prove ; 
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Thus  Jack  had  manners,  courage,  merit, 

Yet  did  he  flgh,  and  all  for  love. 

Thefong,  the  jeft,  the  flowing  liquor, 

For  none  of  thele  had  Jack  regard  ; 
lie,  while  his  meifmates  were  caroufing* 
High  Acting  on  the  pendant  yard, 

Would  think  upon  his  fair  ones  beauties, 
Swear  never  from  fuch  charms  to  rove, 

That  truly  he’d  adore  them  living, 

And,  dying,  flgh — to  end  his  love, 

1'he  fame  exprefs  the  crew  commanded 
Once  more  to  view  their  native  land, 
Among  the  reft,  brought  Jack  fome  tidings,. 
Would  it  had  been  his  love’s  fair  hand! 

Oh  fate — her  death  defac’d  the  letter, 
Inftant  her  pulfe  forgot  to  move, 

With  quiv’ring  lips,  and  eyes  uplifted, 

He  heav’d  a  flgh — and  dy’d  for  love  ! 

GLEE - IN  LIE  E.RTT  HALL. 


WHAT  if  my  pleafures  fools  condemn, 
Becaufe  I  am  not  dull,  like  them, 

Becaufe  no  minute  I  let  pafs, 

Unmark’d  by  a  convivial  glafs  ? 

Or  elfe  retir’d  from  ftrife  and  noife, 

I  tempt  the  fair  to  fo/ter  joys ; 

A  mortal  with  a  foul  divine, 

Alternate  crown’d  with  love  and  wine. 

Thefe  fhall  on  earth  my  being  fhare. 

And  when  I’m  gone,  if  in  my  iieir 
My  fpirit  live,  let  him  not  mourn, 

But  fee  embofs’d  upon  my  urn.. 

Bacchus  and  Venus  in  a  -wreath, 

WTith  this  infeription  underneath  : 

<£  Thi'  mortal  had  a  foul  di  vine, 

Alternate  crow’d  with  love  and  \vine.w 


BALLAD — IN  LIBERTY-HALL* 


WHEN  fairies  are  lighted  by  night’s  filver  quesn, 
And  feaft  in  the  meadow,  or  dance  on  t  he  green. 
My  Lambkin  aflde  lays  his  plough  and  his-  flail,. 
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By  yon  oak  to  fit  near  me,  and  tell  his  fond  tale. 

And  though  I’m  affur’d  the  fame  vows  were  believed 
By  Patty  and  Ruth,  he  forfook  and  deceived, 

Yet,  fo  fweet  are  his  words,  and  like  truth  fo  appear, 
I  pardon  thetreafon,  the  traitor’s  fo  dear. 

I  faw  the  draw  bonnet  he  bought  at  the  fair5 
The  rofe-colour’d  ribbon  to  deck  Jenny’s  hair. 

The  fhoe-ries  of  Bridget,  and  ftill  worfe  than  this. 
The  gloves  he  gave  Pcgg'y  for  dealing  a  kifs# 

All  thefe  did  I  lee,  and  with  heart-rending  pain, 
Swore  to  part;  yet  I  know,  when  I  fee  him  again. 
His  words  and  his  looks  will  like  truth  fo  appear, 
i  fhall  pardon  the  treafon,  the  traitor’s  fodear. 

BALLAD—  IN  LIBERTY  HALL. 


SEE  the  courfe  throng’d  with  gazers,  the  fports  are  begu* 
The  confufion  but  hear  ! — I’ll  bet  you  fir — done,  done; 

Ten  thouland  drange  murmurs  refound  far  and  near, 

Lords,  hawkers,  and  jockies,  aflail  the  tir’d  ear  : 

While  with  neck  like  a  rainbow,  erecting  his  cred, 
Pamper’d,  prancing,  and  pleas’d,  his  head  touching  Id* 
bread, 

Scared)'' fnuffing  the  air,  he’s  fo  proud  and  date, 

The  high-mettled  racer  fird  darts  for  the  plate. 

Now  renard’s  turn’d  out,  and  o’er  hedge  and  ditch  rufh, 
Hounds,  horfes,  and  huntfmen,  all  hard  at  thisbrulli; 
They  run  him  at  length,  and  they  have  him  at  bay, 

And  by  feent  and  by  view  cheat  a  long  tedious  way  : 

While,  alike  born  for  fports  of  the  field  and  the  courfe. 
Always  fure  to  come  thorough,  a  daunch  and  fleet  horfc  ; 
When  fairly  run  down,  the  fox  yields  up  his  breath, 

T  he  high-mettled  racer  is  in  at  the  death. 

Grown  aged,  ufed  up,  and  turn’d  out  of  the  dud. 

l^ame,  fpavin’d,  and  windgalt’d,  but  yet  with  feme  blord  ; 

While  knowing  podillions  iris  pedigree  trace, 

Tell  his  darn  won  the  fweepdeakes,  his  fire  gain’d  that  race  ; 
And  what  matches  he  won  to  the  ofliers  count  o’er, 

As  thev  loiter  their  time  at  fome  hedge  ale  houfe  door, 

While  the  harnefs  fore  galls,  and  the  fpurs  his  ficksgoad, 

‘The  high, mettled  racer’s  a  hack  on  the  road. 
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Till  at  lad,  having  labour’d,  drudg’d  early  and  late. 
Bow’d  down  by  degrees,  he  bends  on  his  fate, 

Blind,  old,  lean,  and  feeble,  he  tugs  round  a  mill, 

Or  draws  land,  till  the  fandof  his  hour-glafs  da*d$  diji 
And  now,  cold  and  lifelefs,  ex  poled  to  the  view. 

In  the  very  fame  cart  which  he  vederday  drew, 

While  a  pitying  crowd  his  lad  relicks  furrounds, 

The  high-mettled  racer  is  fold  for  the  hounds. 

BALLAD - IN  LIBERTY  HALL. 


DO  falmonds  love  a  lucid  dream  ? 

Do  tbirtty  fheep  love  fountains? 

Do  Druids  love  a  doleful  theme  ? 

Or  goats  the  craggy  mountains  ? 

If  it  be  true  thefe  things  are  l'o, 

As  truly  flic’s  my  lovey, 

And  os  wit  I  yng  earie  I, 

Rooi  fit  dwyn  de  garie  di, 

Asein,  dai,  tree,  pedwar,  pimp,  chweck  go 
The  bells  of  Abcrdovcy. 

Do  keffels  love  a  whifp  of  hay  ? 

Do  fprightly  kids  love  prancing  ? 

Do  curates  crowdies  love  to  play  ? 

Or  pcafants  morice  dancing  ? 

If  it  be  true,  &c. 


BALLAD — IN  THE  BENEVOLENT  TAR. 


A  PLAGUE  of  thofe  mudy  old  lubbers, 
Who  tell  us  to  fad  and  to  think, 

And  patient  fall  in  with  life’s  rubbers, 
With  nothing  but  water  to  drink, 

A  can  of  good  duff!  had  they  twigg’d  it, 
’Twould  have  fet  them  for  pleafurc  agog, 
And,  fpight  cf  the  rules 
Of  the  fchools, 

The  old  fools 

Would  have  all  of  ’em  fwigg’d  it, 

And  fworc  there  was  nothing  like  grog. 
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My  father  when  laft  I  from  Guinea 
Return’d,  with  abundance  of  wealth, 

Cry’d  Jack,  never  be  fuch  a  ninny 

To  drink: — faid  I — father  your  health. 

So  I  fhew’d  him  the  fluff,  and  he  twigg’d  it, 
And  it  fet  the  old  codger  agog, 

And  he  fwigg’d,  and  mother, 

And  fifler,  and  brother, 

And  I  fwigg’d,  and  all  of  us  fwigg’d  it, 

And  fwore  there  was  nothing  like  grog. 

T’other  day  as  the  chaplain  was  preaching, 
Behind  him  I  curioufly  Hunk, 

-And  while  he  our  duty  was  teaching, 

As  how  we  fhould  never  get  drunk, 

1  fhew’d  him  the  fluff,  and  he  twigg’d  it. 

And  it  foon  fet  his  rev’rence  agog. . 

And  he  fwigg’d,  and  Nick  fwigg’d. 

And  Ben  fwigg’d,  and  Dick  fwigg’d, 

And  1  fwigg’d,  and  all  of  us  fwigg’d  it, 

And  fwore  there  was  nothing  like  grog. 

Then  trufl  me  there’s  nothing  like  drinking, 

So  pleafant  on  this  fide  the  grave  ; 

It  keeps  the  unhappy  from  thinking, 

And  makes  e’en  thev  aliant  more  brave. 

As  for  me,  from  the  moment  I  twigg’d  it, 

The  good  fluff  has  fo  fet  me  agog. 

Sick  or  well,  la‘c  or  early, 

Wind  foully  or  fairly, 

Helm  a-lee  or  a- weather, 

For  hours  together, 

I’ve  conflantly  fwigg’d  it, 

And,  dam’me,  there’s  nothing  like  grog. 

BALLAD - IN  THE  BENEVOLENT  TA 


WHAT  argufies  pride  and  ambition  ? 

Soon  or  late  death  will  take  us  in  tow  j 
Each  bullet  has  got  its  commiffion, 

And  when  our  time’s  come  we  mufl  go. 

Then  drink  and  fmg — hang  pain  and  forrow, 
The  halter  was  made  for  the  neck  ; 
lie  that’s  now  live  and  lufly — to-morro 
Perhaps  may  be  ftretck’don  the  deck,  w 
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llien  drink  and  ling — hang  pain  and  furrow. 

The  halter  was  made  for  ihe  neck  ; 

He  that’s  now  live  and  lufiy — to-morrow 

Perhaps  may  be  ftretch’d  on  the  deck. 

There  was  little.  Tom  Lin  dock  of  Dover 
Got  kili’d,  and  1  el t  Polly  in  pain, 

Pod  cry  d,  but  her  grief  was  foon  over, 

And  then  file  got  married  again. 

Then  drink,  See. 

Jack  Junk  was  ill  ufed  by  Bet  Crocker, 

And  fo  took  to  guzzling  the  fluff, 

Till  he  tumbled  in  old  Davy ’s  locker, 

And  there  he  got  liquor  enough. 

Then  drink,  &c. 

For  our  prize  money  then  to  the  pro<Tor, 
Take  of  joy  while ’t is  going  our  freak  ; 

For  what  argufies  calling  the  dodlor 
When  the  anchor  of  life  is  apeak. 

Then  drink,  &c. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  BENEVOLENT  TAR, 

»  •  v 


A  Sailor’s  love  is  void  of  art, 

Plain  failing  to  his  port,  the  heart. 

He  knows  no  jealous  folly  : 

’Twere  hard  enough  at  fca  to  war 

With  boiflerous  elements  that  jar _ 

All’s  peace  with  lovely  Polly. 

Enough  that,  far  from  fight  of  fliore. 
Clouds  frown,  and  angry  billows  roar, 
Still  is  he  brifk  and  jolly  : 

And  while  caroufing  with  his  mates, 
Uei  health  he  drinks — anticipates 
The  fmiles  of  lovely  Polly. 

Should  thunder  on  the  horizon  prefs, 
Mocking  our  fignals  of  diffrefs, 

E’en  then  dull  melancholy, 

Dares  not  intrude  : — he  braves  the  di*> 
In  hopes  to  find  a  calm  withim 
The  fnowy  arms  of  Polly. 

E 
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BALLAD - IN  THE  MILK  MAID. 


SWEET  cities  would  my  Patty  fing. 

Old  Chevy  Chafe,  God  fave  the  King, 

Fair  Rofemy,  and  Sawny  Scot, 

Lilebulara,  the  Irifh  Trot, 

All  thefe  would  fing  my  blue-ey’d  Patty. 

As  with  her  pail  fhe’d  trudge  along, 

While  hill  the  burthen  of  her  fong 
My  hammer  beat  to  blue-ey’d  Patty. 

But  nipping  frods  and  chilling  rain 
Too  foon  alas  choak’d  every  drain  ; 

Too  foon.,  alas  !  the  miry  way 
Her  wet  fliod  feet  did  fore  difmay, 

And  hoarfe  was  heard  my  blue-ey’d  Patty, 
While  I  for  very  mad  did  cry  ; 

Ah  could  I  but  again,  faid  I, 

Hear  the  fvveet  voice  of  blue-ey’d  Patty  ! 

Love  taught  me  how — I  work’d,  I  fung. 
My  anvil  glow’d,  my  hammer  rung, 

Till  I  had  form’d  from  out  the  fire, 

To  bear  her  teet  above  the  mire, 

An  engine  for  my  blue-ey’d  Patty, 

Again  was  heard  each  tuneful  clofe. 

My  fair  one  on  the  patten  role. 

Which  takes  its  name  from  blue-ey’d  Patty. 


BALLAD - IN  HARVEST  HOME. 


AS  Dermot  toil’d  one  fummer’s  day, 
Young  Shelah,  as  flie  fat  behind  him, 
Fairly  dole  his  pipe  away — 

Oh  den  to  hear  how  (he’d  deride  him. 
Where,  poor  Dermot  is  it  gone, 

Your  lily  lily  loodle  ? 

They’ve  left  you  nothing  but  th.e  drone* 
And  that’s  yourfelf,  you  noodle. 

Be,um  bum  boodle,  loodle  lo, 

Poor  Dermot’s  pipe  is  lod  and  gone, 
And  what  will  the  poor  devil  do  ? 
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Fait,  now  I  am  undone  and  more, 

Cry’d  Dermot — ah  will  you  he  aefv  ? 

Did  not  you  dale  my  heart  before  f 
Is  it  you’d  have  a  man  run  crazy  ? 

I’ve  nothin'?  left  me  now  to  moan, 

My  lily  lily  loodle, 

That  ufed  to  chear  me  fo  is  gone— 

Ah  Dermot  thou’rt  a  noodle. 

Beum  bum  boodle,  loodle  lo, 

My  heart,  and  pipe,  and  peace  are  gone — 
What  next  will  ciuel  Shcdah  do  ? 

But  Shelah  hearing  Dermot  vex, 

Cry’d  (lie,  ’tw.as  little  Cupid  mov’d  me, 

Ye  fool  to  deed  it  out  of  tricks, 

Only  to  fee  how  much  you  lov’d  me. 

Come  cheer  thee  Dermont,  never  moan, 

But  take  your  lily  loodle, 

And  for  the  heart  of  you  that’s  gone, 

You  iliall  have  mine,  you  noodle. 

Beum  bum  boodle,  loodle  1c, 

Shela’s  to  church  with  Dermot  gone, 

And  for  the  red — what’s  dat  to  you. 

BALLAD- — IN  CLUMP  AND  CUDDEN. 


THIS,  this  my  lad’s  a  foldier’s  life, 

He  marches  to  the  fprightly  fife, 

And  in  each  town  to  fome  new  wife, 
Swears  he’ll  be  ever  true; 

He’s  here— he’s  there— where  is  he  not  ? 
Variety’s  his  envied  lot. 

He  eats,  drink?,  fleeps,  and  pays  no  fliot, 
And  follows  the  hmd  tattoo. 

Call’d  out  to  face  his  country’s  foes, 

The  tears  of  fond  dome  flic  woes 
He  kiffes  off,  and  boldly  goes 
To  earn  of  fame  his  due. 

Religion,  liberty,  and  laws. 

Both  his  are,  and  his  country’s  caufe  — 
For  thefe,  through  danger,  without  pauic, 
He  follows  the  loud  tattoo. 

A  id  if  at  lad,  in  honour’s  wars, 
j,lc  earns  his  Chare  of  danger’s  fears, 


s2 


dibdin's  selected  songs. 

Stilly  he  feels  bold,  and  thanks  Ills  Bars 
He’s  no  worfe  fate  to  iue  : 

At  Cheifea,  free  from  toil  and  pain, 
he  wi.clds  his  crutch,  points  out  the  (lain. 
And,  in  fond  fancy,  once  again. 

Follows  the  loud  tattoo.  ° 

***►*' 

LALLAD - in  TOM  THUMB. 


IS  it  little  Tom  Thumb  that  you  mean,  and  his  battles  ? 
Arrah  lend  him  for  playthings  feme  whittles  and  rattles  t 
At  the  light  of  a  fword  all  his  nerves  would  be  quaking 
fie  fight  .  he  kill  giants!  is  it  game  you  are  makiim  ? 

As  well  rnay  you  tell  us  that  eagles  fear  larks,  &  * 

1  hat  mice  eat  up  lions,  and  fprats  fwallow  /harks: 

i  hen  talk  not  of  any  fuch  nonfenfe  to  me _ 

MAd  your  confounded  boderum  bumboodle  liddle  lee. 

c  om  rimmb  !  fuch  a  fhrimp  fure  no  eyes  ever  faw*— • 

He  handles  his  arms  as  a  fly  hugs  a  ftraw  : 

1  o  be  lure  in  the  wars  dangers  certain  to  quit  him, 

For  the  taef’s  fuch  a  flea  dare’s  no  bullet  can  hit  him. 

And  then  as  to  courage,  my  jewel — hoot,  hoot ! 

Arrah  did  not  I  find  him  chin  deep  in  my  boot  ? 

Then  talk  not  of  any  fuch  nonfenfe  to  me, 

Wid  your  confounded  boderum  bumboodle  liddle  lee. 

Tom  Thumb  marry  you  ! — mufha  honey  be  aefv, 

Were  it  not  for  your  fenfe,  I  fhould  think  you  "gone  crazy 
Shall  a  fine  (lately  ottrich  thus  wed  a  cock-fparrow  ? 

Twere  a  halberd  (luck  up  by  the  fide  of  au  arrow — 

Or  a  fly  on  a  church,  or  a  mountain  and  moufc, 

Or  a  pi  fin  ire  that  crawls  by  'he  fide  of  a  lioufe  : 

Then  talk  not  of  any  fuch  nonfenfe  to  me, 

Wid  your  confounded  boderum,  bumboodle  liddle  lee. 


« <►«*  ■ 


B  ALL  A  JD. 


THAT  all  the  world  is  up  in  arms, 

And  talks  of  nought  but  Celia’s  charms. 
That  crowds  of  lovers  near  and  far, 
Come  all  to  fee  this  blazing  ttar, 
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Is  true — who  has  not  heard  on’t. 

But  that  llie  all  at  diftance  keeps, 

And  that  her  virtue  never  fleeps — 

I  don’t  believe  a  word  on’t. 

That  for  one  lover  had  fhe  ten, 

In  fliort,  did  fhe  from  all  the  men 
Her  homage  due  each  day  receive, 

She  has  good  fenfe,  and,  I  believe, 

Would  never  grow  abfurd  on’t  : 

But  foi*  foft  dalliance  fhe’d  refufe 

Soane  favourite  from  the  crowd  to  elude — 

I  don’t  believe  a  word  on’t. 

That  in  the  face  of  danders- by 
She’s  modedy  itfelf’s  no  lie  ; 

That  then  were  men  rude  tilings  to  fay, 
’Twould  anger  her — oh  I  would  lay 
A  bottle  and  a  bird  on’t  : 

But  to  her  bedchamber,  d’ve  fee, 

That  Betty  has  so  private  key 
I  don’t  believe  a  word  on’t. 


BALLA  IX 


I  Thought  we  were  fiddle  and  bow. 

So  well  wc  in  concert  kept  time, 

But,  to  drike  up  a  part  bafe  and  iow, 
Without  either  reafon  or  rhime  : 

What  a  natural  was  I  fo  foon 
With  pleafure  to  quaver  awav  1 
For  I’m  humm’dr  I  think,  now  to  fome  tune, 
She  has  left  me  the  piper  to  pay. 

I  plainly  perceive  fhe’s  in  glee, 

And  thinks  I  fha’l  be  fuch  a  dat 
As  to  fhake,  but  fhe’s  in  a  wrong  kev. 

For  flie  never  fhall  catch  me  at  that. 
Whoc’ef  to  the  crotches  of  love 

Lets  his  heart  dance  a  jig  in  his  bread1, 
Twill  a  bar  to  his  happinefs  prove, 

And  fhail  furely  deprive  him  of  red. 

]fc  2 
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BALLAD. 


]  ling  of  a  war  fet  on  foot  for  a  toy, 

And  of  Paris,  and  Helen,  and  Iiedlor,  and  Troy, 

Where  on  women,  kings,  gen’rals,  and  cobiers  you  Rumble 
And  of  mortals  and  gods  meet  a  very  ftrange  jumble. 

Sing  didderoo  bubberoo,  oil  my  joy, 

How  iweetly  they  did  one  another  deflroy  ! 

Come,  fill  up  your  bumpers,  the  whifky  enjoy, 

May  we  ne’er  fee  the  like  of  the  ficgc  of  Tro y  f 

Menelaus  was  happy  wid  Helen  his  wife, 

Except  that  {lie  Jed  him  a  devil  of  a  life, 

Wid  dat  haudiomc  tafe  Paris  ilie’a  toy  and  flie’d  play,. 

Till  they  pack’d  up  their  alls,  and  they  both  ran  away. 

Sing  didderoo,  Sec. 

Agamemnon,  and  all  the  great  chiefs  of  his  houfe, 

Soon  took  un  the  caufe  of  this  hornified  fpoufe, 

While  Juno  faicl  this  thing,  and  Venus  faid  that, 

And  the  gedtf  fell  a  wrangling  they  knew  not  for  what.. 
Sing  didderoo,  S:c. 

Oh  den  fuch  a  daughter,  and  cutting  of  trotes, 

And  flaying  of  bullocks,  and  offering  up  goats  1 
Till  the  cunning  Ulyffes,  the  Trojans  to  crofs, 

Clapt  forty  fine  fellows  in  one  wooden  horle. 

Sing  didderoo,  Sec. 

Oh  den  for  to  fee  the  maids,  widows,  and  wives. 

Crying  fonic  for  their  virtue,  and  fome  for  their  lives  \ 
Thus  after  ten  years  they’d  defended  their  town, 

Poor  dear  Troy  in  ten  minutes  was  all  burnt  down  ! 

Sing  didderoo,  Sec. 

But  to  fee  how  it  ended’s  the  beft  joke  of  all, 

"Scarce  had  wrong’d  Menelaus  afe  ended  the  wall, 

But  he  biubb’ring  faw  Helen,  and,  oh  flraiige  to  tell* 

'i  he  man  took  his  marc,  and  fo  all  was  wed. 

Sing  didderoo,  &c. 
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1  3*ng  Ulyffes,  and  thofe  chiefs 
Who,  out  of  near  a  million. 
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So  luckily  their  bacon  1'av'd 
Before  the  walls  of  II  ion, 

Yankee  doodle  doodle  doo, 

Black  negro  he  get  fumbo, 

And  when  you  come  to  our  town 
We’ll  make  you  drunk  with  bumbo. 

Who  having  taken,  fack’d,  and  burnt, 

That  very  firft  of  cities, 

Return’d  in  triumph,  while  the  bards 
All  (truck  up  amorous  ditties. 

Yankee  doodle,  &c. 

The  Cyclops  fir  ft  we  viGted, 

Ulyffes  made  him  cry  out, 

For  he  eat  his  mut;on,  drank  his  wine, 

And  then  he  pok’d  his  eye  out. 

Yankee  doodle,  & c. 

From  thence  we  went  to  Circe’s  land, 

Who  faith  a  girl  of  fpunk  is, 

For  ike  made  us  drunk,  and  chang’d  us  alt 
To  afies,  goats,  and  monkies. 

Yankee  doodle,  &c. 

And  then  to  hell  and  back  again? 

Then  where  the  Syrens  Cara, 

Swell  cadence,  trill,  and  lliake,  almoft 
As  well  as  "Madam  Mara. 

Yankee  doodle?,.  &c. 

To  fell  Charibdis  next,  and  then 
Where  yawning  Scylla  grapples 
Six  men  at  once,  and  cats  them  all, 
juft  like  fo  many  apples. 

Yinkee  doodle,  &cc 

From  thence  to  where  Apollo’s  bulls 
And  (beep  ail  play  and  fkip  fo, 

From  whence  Ulyffes  went  alone 
To  the  ifland  of  Calypfo- 
Yankee  doodle,  &c. 

And  there  he  kifs’d,  and  toy’d,  and  play’d, 
’Tis  true  upon  my  life  fir, 

Till,  having  turn’d,  his  miftrefs  ofi., 

He\  coming  to  his  wife  lir. 

Yankee  doodh ,  &c. 
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GLEE. 


WE,  on  the  prefent  hour  relying, 

Think  not  of  future,  nor  of  part, 

But  feize  each  moment  as  ’tis  flying, 

Perhaps  the  next  may  be  our  laft. 

Perhaps  old  Charon,  at  his  wherry, 

This  moment  waits  to  waft  us  o’er; 

Then  charge  your  glades,  and  he  merry. 

For  fear  we  ne’er  fliould  charge  them  more. 

With  brow  auftere,  and  head  reclining. 

Let  envy,  age,  and  haggard  care 
Grow  fpur,  and  at  our  joy  repining, 

Blane  pleafures  which  they  oannot  fhare* 
Put  round  the  glades,  and  be  jolly, 

In  fpight  of  all  fuch  idle  ftuTF, 

Whether  ’tis  wifdom  or  ’tis  folly, 

”l  is  pleafure  boys,  and  that’s  enough. 

’*“  >*••  <®>  <^g>  •••<►•« 

BALLAD. 


I’VE  made  to  marches  Mars  defeend, 
Juftice  in  jigs  her  fcalcs  fufpend, 

Magicians  in  gavots  portend, 

.And  Furies  black  wigs  bridle: 

To  preftos  Fallas  JEgis’  blaze, 

Snakes  twill  to  fugues  a  thousand'  ways, 
And  Jove  whole  towns  with  lightning  raze, 
At  found  of  the  prompter’s  whittle, 

I’ve  made  a  fun  of  polilh’d  tin, 

Dragons  of  wood,  with  ghaOlygryn., 

A  canvas  fea,  the  which  within 
Did  leather  Dolphins  caper; 

I’ve  lining  with  packthread  Orpheus’"  lyre, 
Made  fheep  and  oxen  dance  with  wire, 

And  have  deftroyed,  with  painted  fire, 
Grand  temples  of  cartridge  paper. 

Tve  made  a  fwaln,  his  love  afleep, 

Chide  warbling  birds  and  bleating  fheep. 
While  he  himfelf  did  bawling  keep, 

Dike  boatman  at  a  ferry  r 
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I've  racks  made  that  no  blood  could  fpill, 
"Foul  poifon  that  could  do  no  ill. 

And  daggers  queens  and  princes  kill, 

Who  are  alive  and  merry. 

BALLAD. 


WHEN  lafl  from  the  flraights  we  had  fairly  caft  anchor, 

I  went,  bonny  Kitty  to  hail, 

With  quintables  flor’d,  for  our  voyage  was  a  fpanker, 

And  bran  new  was  every  fail  : 

But  I  knew  well  enough  how,  with  words  fvveet  as  honey, 
They  trick  us  poor  tars  of  our  gold, 

And  when  the  fly  gi plies  have  finger’d  the  money. 

The  bag  they  poor  Jack  give  to  hold. 

So  I  chafed  her,  d’ye  fee,  my  lads,  under  falfe  colour*. 
Swore  my  riches  were  all  at  an  end, 

That  I’d  fported  away  all  my  good-looking  dollars, 

And  borrow’d  my  togs  of  a  friend  : 

Oh  then  had  you  feen  her,  no  longer  my  honey, 

’Twas  varlet,  audacious  and  bold, 

Begone  from  my  fight — now  you’ve  fpent  all  your  monejf 
For  Kitty  the  bag  you  may  hold. 

With  that  I  took  out  double  handfuls  of  fliiners, 

And  fcornfully  bid  her  good  bye, 

*Twould  have  done  your  heart  good  had  you  then  feen  Her 
fine  airs, 

How  fhe’d  leer,  and  fhe’d  fob,  and  flre'd  figh  ; 

But  I  flood  well  the  broadfide,  while  jewel  and  honey 
She  call’d  me,  I  put  up  the  gold, 

And  bearing  away,  asH.fack'd  all  the  money. 

Left  the  bag  for  Ma’am  Kitty  to  bold. 

BALLAD - INTENDED  FOR  THE  QUAKER. 


THOU  man  of  firmnefs  turn  this  way, 
Nor  time  by  abfence  meafure, 

The  fportive  dance,  the  fprightly  lay 
Shall  wake  thee  into  pleafure  : 

Spite  of  thy  formal  outward  man, 
Thou’rt  gay,  as  we  flrall  prove  thee ; 
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liicn  cheer  thee,  laugh  away  thyfpan, 

And  let  the  fpirit  move  thee. 

None  are  more  juft,  more  true,  more  fair, 
More  upright  in  their  dealings, 

1  han  men  of  thy  profeflion  are, 
lint  are  they  without  feelings  ? 

E  en  now  I  know  thy  hone  ft  heart 
full  forely  doth  reprove  thee; 

Be  gay  then,  in  our  joy  take  part, 

And  let  the  fpirit  move  thee. 


BALLAD. 


IN  Paris,  as  in  London, 

Vice  thrives,  and  virtue’s  undone  ; 
Errors,  paffions,  want  of  truth, 

Eoliy,  in  age  as  well  as  youth, 

Are  things  by  no  means  rare, 

But  honeft  ufurers,  friends  fincere, 

And  judges  with  their  conference  clear* 
C’eft  qu’on  ne  voit  guere. 

fn  Paris  All  things  vary; 

Sixteen  and  fixty  marry; 

Men  prefuming  on  their  purfe, 

Heirs  with  their  eftates  at  nurfe. 

Are  things  by  no  means  rare  : 

But  doctors  who  refufe  a  fee, 

And  wives  and  hufbands  who  agree, 
C’eft  qu’on  ne  voit  guere. 

In  Paris  idle  paftion 
Aud  folly  lead  the  fafhion  ; 

Attention  paid  to  Brew  and  dreft, 
Modeft  merit  in  diftrefs, 

Are  things  by  no  means  rare  : 

But  friendftiip  in  farcaftic  fneers, 

And  hone  fly  in  widow’s  tears, 

C’eft  qu’on  ne  voit  guere- 

•  »«<>»»<  <*£>>  <^>  «»-<>♦■  “<?•* 

BALLAD. 


BEHOLD  the  fairies’  jocund  band, 
Who  firm,  though  low  of  ftature, 
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■Gainft  giant  vice  fhall  make  a  hand, 
Pourtraying  human  n  iture. 

We’ve  characters  of  every  mould, 

All  tempers,  forms,  and  fizes, 

The  grave,  the  gay,  the  young,  the  old, 

Hid  under  quaint  clifgudes. 

Then  hey  for  the  fairies,  &c. 

We  have  a  pried:  who  never  fweare, 

But  who  is  always  ready 
With  money,  or  advice,  or  prayers, 

To  help  the  poor  and  needy. 

Then  hey  for  the  fairies,  &c. 

A  man  and  wife,  who  both  on  crutch 
Are  now  obliged  to  hobble, 

Who  fifty  years,  or  near  as  much, 

Have  never  had  a  fquabbie. 

Then  hey  for  the  fairies,  &c. 

A  magiftrate  upright  and  wife, 

To  whom  no  bribe  is  given,  ' 

And  who  before  two  charming  eyes 
Can  hold  the  balance  even. 

Then  hey  for  the  fairies,  &c. 

A  learn’d  phyfician  of  great  (kill, 

All  cures,  like  Galen,  pat  in, 

Who  never  does  his  patients  kill, 

Take  fees,  or  jabbers  latin. 

Then  hey  for  the  fairies,  &c. 

A  country  fquire  who  hates  the  fine  11 
Of  Stingo  and  October, 

A  modern  poet  who  can  fpell, 

And  a  mufician  fober. 

Then  hey  for  the  fairies,  &c. 

Away  then,  comrades,  beat  to  arms, 

Difplay  your  fportful  banners, 

Strike  hard  at  vice,  explore  falfe  charms, 
And  catch  the  living  manners. 

Then  hey  for  the  fairies,  &c. 


BALLAD. 


CHAIRS  to  mend,  old  chairs  to  mend.. 

Hike  mine  to  botch  is  each  man’s  fate. 
Each  toils  in  his  vocatiou — 
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One  man  tinkers  up  the  lfate, 

Another  mends  the  nation. 

Your  parfons  preach  to  mend  the  heart. 
They  cobble  heads  at  college  ; 

Phyficians  patch  with  terms  of  art 
And  latin  want  of  knowledge. 

But  none  for  praife  can  more  contend 
Than  I, 

Who  cry 

Old  chairs  to  mend. 

Your  lawyer’s  tools  are  flaw's  and  pleas  ; 

They  manners  mend  by  dancing; 

Wigs  are  patches  for  degrees, 

And  lovers  ufe  romancing  : 

Fortunes  are  mended  up  and  made, 

Too  frequently,  with  places — 

With  rouge,  when  their  complexions  fade, 
Some  ladies  mend  their  faces. 

But  none  for  praife,  &c. 


BALLAD. 


A  Tinker  I  am, 

My  name’s  Natty  Sam, 

From  morn  to  night  I  trudge  it ; 

So  low  is  my  fate, 

My  perfonal  eftate 
Lies  all  within  this  ;t. 

Work  for  the  tinker  ho,  good  wives, 

For  they  are  lads  of  mettle — 

Twere  well  if  you  could  mend  yourliv^st. 
As  I  can  mend  a  kettle. 

The  man  of  war 
The  man  of  the  bar, 

Phyficians,  priefts,  free-thinkers. 

That  rove  up  and  down 
Great  London  town, 

What  are  they  all  but  tinkers  ? 

Work  for  the  tinker,  &c. 

Thofe  ’mong  the  great 
Who  tinker  the  ftate, 
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And  badger  the  minority, 

Pray  what’s  the  end 
Of  their  work,  my  friend, 

But  to  rivet  a  good  majority  ? 

Work  for  the  tinker,  dec. 

This  mends  his  name, 

That  cobbles  his  fame, 

That  tinkers  his  reputation  : 

And  thus,  had  I  time, 

I  could  prove  in  my  rhyme, 

Jolly  tinkers  of  all  the  nation. 

Work  f@r  the  tinker,  dec. 


BALLAD. 


ART  one  of  thofe  mad  wags,  whofe  brain 
Intruder  reafon  can’t  contain, 

Who  are  of  fuch  unruly  minds, 

They  buffet  waves,  aud  fplit  the  winds  ; 

In  blanket  robe,  and  crown  of  ftraw, 

Who  to  mad  fubjedts  deal  mad  law  ? 

If  this  ’tis  makes  thy  bofom  fwell, 

Hie  demoniac  to  thy  cell. 

Or  art  thou  drunk — a  frenzy  too, 

One  of  that  hair* brain’d,  noify  crew, 

Who  vigils  keep  at  Bacchus’  ihrine, 

And  drown  good  reafon  in  bad  wine  ? 
Every  defire  in  life  who  think 
Compris’d  in  a  defire  to  drink  ! 

If  by  this  demon  thou’rt  pofftff, 

Hie  the  good  drunkard  home  to  reff. 

Or  art  in  love,  and  fo  gone  mad  ? 

Doft  go  with  folded  arms  ?  art  fad  ? 

Doff  figh  ?  doff  languifh  ?  doff  play  pranks  ? 
For  which  contempt  is  all  thy  thanks? 

Doff  pant  ?  doff  long  for  fomc  frail  charms, 
Devoted  to  another’s  arms? 

Is  this  thy  madnefs,  flupid  elf  ? 

Hie  thee  away  and  hang  thyfelf. 

F 
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BALLAD—  IN  CLUMP  AND  CUDDEN. 


WHEN  in  order  drawn  up,  and  adorn’d  in  his  bed:, 

If  my  foldier  appears  with  more  grace  than  the  reft, 

If  his  gaiters  are  jet,  his  accoutrements  fine, 

If  his  hair’s  tied  up  tight,  and  his  arms  brightly  fhine, 

Let  him  turn,  wheel,  or  face,  march,  kneel,  ftoop,  or  ftand, 
Anxious  ftill  to  obey  every  word  of  command; 

Erect  like  an  arrow,  or  bending  his  knee, 

’Tis  not  for  the  general,  ’tis  all  to  pleafe  me. 

If  with  fmoak  and  with  duft  cover’d  over  by  turns, 

To  gain  a  lham  height,  or  falfe  baftion,  he  burns; 

If,  of  danger  in  fpight,  and  regardlefs  of  fear, 

He  ru fires  to  fight  when  there’s  nobody  near  : 

In  iliort,  let  him  turn,  &c. 


BALLAD — in  clump  and  cudden. 


.  .  _  J  j  '  r  ; 

A  Novice  In  love,  and  a  ftranger  to  art, 

As  pure  as  my  withes  my  unpradfis’d  heart; 

When  1  rote  with  the  lark,  and  out-warbled  the  thrufh, 
Free  from  falfhood  or  guile,  for  I  knew  not  to  blufli  : 

Thole  paft  days  I  deplore. 

'When  innocence  guarded  my  unfullicd  fame, 

When  to  think,  and  to  adt,  and  commend  were  the  fame  ; 
When  on  my  face, 

In  artlefs  grace, 

Danc’d  frolic  fport  and  pleafure — now  no  more. 

Ere  I  liften’d  and  lov’d,  ere  man  fmil’d,  and  betray’d, 

Ere  by  horror  appall’d,  and  of  confcience  afraid; 

I, oft  to  each  fond  delight  that  e’er  woman  adorn’d, 

By  a  hard  judging  world  look’ll  at,  pity’d,  and  fcorn’d, 
Thofe  paft  joys  I  deplore: 

Thofc  joys,  ere  by  man’s  artful  treachery  forfook, 

Which,  guiitlefs  and  pleated,  with  the  world  I  partook; 

"  When  on  my  face, 

With  artlefs  grace, 

Danc’d  frolic  fport  and  pleafure 


now  no  more. 
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DUET - IN  CLUMP  AND  CUDDEN. 


PLATOON. 

SAY  Fanny,  wilt  thou  go  with  me  ? 

Perils  to  face,  by  land  and  ica, 

That  tongue  can  never  tell  ye  ? 

And  wilt  thou  all  thefe  dangers  fcorn, 
Whilft  in  thefe  arms 
I  hold  thy  charms, 

Enrapiur’d  ev’ry  opening  morn, 

When  the  drum  beats  reveilicz. 

FANNY. 

Yes,  yes,  Platoon — I’ll  go  with  thcc 

In  danger,  whatfoe’er  it  be — 

Relieve  ’tis  truth  I  tell  you  : 

My  conflant  mind  lhall  peril  fcorn, 

Brave  all  alarms. 

So  in  my  arms 

I  hold  thee  every  opening  morn, 

When  the  drum  beats  leveillez. 

PLATOON. 

&till  Fanny  wilt  thou  go  with  me  ? 

Buppofe  the  cruel  fates  decree, 

Alas  how  fhall  I  tell  you  ? 

The  news  flioulcl  come — thy  foldier  fell. 
And  thou  final t  hear, 

Appall’d  with  fear, 

Next  morning  his  fatal  paffing  bell, 
When  the  drum  beats  reveilicz. 

fanny. 

Still  feitrlefs  will  I  go  with  thee, 

Refign’d  to  cruel  fate’s  decree, 

And  bravely  this  I  tell  you  : 

When  on  the  fpot  my  foldier  fell 
I’d  Hied  a  tear, 

The  world  fhould  hear, 

Mingling  with  his,  my  pafling  bell, 

When  the  drum  beats  reveilicz. 

BOTH. 

To  the  world’s  end  I’d  go  with  thee, 

Where  thou  art,  danger  ne’er  can  be;  . 
My  joy  no  tongue  can  tell  ye: 
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And  fare  fuch  Jove  may  perils  fccrn, 

Brave  all  alarms, 

While  in  my  arms 
ii  hold  thee  every  op’ning  morn, 

When  the  drum  beats  reveillez. 


/ 
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ballad. 


' sLGA.  i i  cry,  and,  though  little  you  pay, 
’I  hey  are  fuch  as  you  cannot  get  every  day.  *  * 
no  II  buy, :  who  li  buy  ? —  1 1 s  nofegays  I  crv« 
Who’ll  buy  ?  who’ll  buy  ?— ’tis  nofegavs  I  cry! 
Each  mincing,  ambling,  lifping  blade, 

Who  fmiles,  and  talks  of  billies 
He  never  fel",  is  here  portray’d 
In  form  of  a  NarcifTes. 

Nofegays  I  cry,  See. 

Statcfmen,  hke  Indians,  whoadcrc 
The  fun,  by  courting  power, 

Cannot  be  fhewn  their  Jikenefs  more 
Than  in  th’  humble  fun  .flower. 

Nofegays  1  cry,  & c. 

Poets  I’ve  here  in  fprigs  of  bays, 

Devils  in  the  bufh  are  friars  ; 

Nettles  are  critics,  who  damn  plays. 

And  fat i rids  are  briars 


Nofegays  I  cry,  Sac. 


*•  <>■  ••  <3y»  A  <«^> 


BALLAD  —  IN  TOM  THUMB. 


THK  younkcr,  who  his  fir  ft  eftay 
Makes  in  the  front  ol  battle. 

Stands  all  aghaft,  while  cohorns  play. 
And  bullets  round  him  rattle 
But  pride  fteps  in,  and  now  no  more 
Fell  fear  his  jav’lin  knees, 
lake  dulcet  flutes  the  cannons  roar, 
And  groans  turn  country  dances 

So  frights*  and  flurries,  and  what  not? 

Upon  my  fancy  rufhes, 

1  fear  1  know  not  why  or  what, 

I’m  cover’d  o’er  with  bln  flies, 
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But  let  the  honey  feafon  fly, 

To  feconcl  well  my  clapper, 

The  kitchen’s  whole  artillery 

Shall  grace  my  hufband’s  napper. 


BALLAD  —  IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


’TIS  faid  we  venturous  die-hards,  when  we  leave  the  fliore, 
Our  friends  fhould  mourn, 

Left  we  return 
To  blels  their  fight  no  more  : 

But  this  is  all  a  notion 

Bold  Jack  can’t  underftand, 

Some  die  upon  the  ocean, 

And  fome  on  the  land  : 


Then  fince  ’tis  clear, 

Howe’er  we  fteer, 

No  man’s  life’s  under  his  command, 
Lettempefts  howl. 

And  billows  roll, 

And  dangers  prefs  : 

Of  thofe  in  fpight,  there  are  fome  joys 
Us  jolly  tars  to  blefs, 

For  Saturday  night  /fill  comes  my  boy?, 
To  drink  to  Foil  and  I3efs. 


One  feaman  hands  the  fail,  another  heaves  the  Iog; 
The  purfer  fwops 
Our  pay  for  flops, 

The  landlord  fells  us  grog  ; 

Then  each  man  to  his  ftation, 

To  keep  life’s  fliip  in  trim, 

What 'argufies  noration  ? 

The  reft  is  all  a  whim  ; 

Cheerly  my  hearts, 

Then  play  your  part?, 

Boldly  refolved  to  fink  or  fwim  ; 

The  mighty  furge 
May  ruin  urge, 

Of  thole  in  fpigkt,  &c. 

For  all  the  world  juft  like  the  ropes  aboard  a  fhip, 

Each  man’s  rigg’d  out 
A  veffel  ftout, 

To  take  for  life  a  trip  : 
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The  fhrouds,  the  Aays,  and  braces 
Are  joys,  and  hopes,  and  fears, 

The  halliards,  fheets  and  traces, 

Soil,  as  each  paffion  veers, 

And  whim  prevails, 

DireiT  the  fails, 

As  on  the  fca  of  life  he  fleers: 

'Then  let  the  dorm 
Heaven’s  face  deform, 

And  danger  prefs  : 

Of  thole  in  fpight,  &c.’ 


BALLAD - IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


THE  grey  ey’d  Aurora,  in  lafFron  array, 

’Twixt  my  curtains  in  vain  took  a  peep, 

And  though  broader  and  broader  dill  brightened  the  day, 
Nought  could  wake  me,  fo  found  did  I  deep. 

At  length  rofy  Phoebus  look’d  full  in  my  face, 

Full  and  fervent  but  nothing  would  do, 

Till  the  dogs  yelp’d  impatient,  and  long’d  for  the  chafe, 
And  fhouting  appear’d  the  whole  crew. 

Come  on,  yoics  honics,  hark  forward  my  boys, 

'There  ne’er  was  fo  charming  a  morn, 

Follow,  follow,  wake  Echo,  to  fhare  in  our  joys  - 
Now  the  mude,  now  echo — mark!  mark! 

Hark  !  hark  ! 

The  filver-mouth’d  hounds,  and  the  mellow  ton  d  horn. 
Freda  as  that  finding  morn  from  which  they  drew  bieat 
My  companions  are  rang’d  on  the  plain, 

Bled  with  rofy  contentment,  that  nature’s  bed  wealth, 
Which  monarchs  afpirc  to  in’  vain  : 

Now  fpirits  like  fire  every  bofom  invade, 

And  now  we  in  order  let  out, 

While  each  neighbVing  valley,  rock,  woodland,  and  giaclc, 

lie -vo  I  lies  the  air-rending  (hunt. 

Come  on,  &c.  .<  ^ 

Now  renard’s  unearth’d,  and  runs  fairly  in  view, 

Now  we’ve  loll  him  lo  lubtily  he  turns, 

But  the  feent  lies  fo  drong,  did  we  leailefs  purfue, 

While  each  object  impatiently  burns : 

Hark  !  Babler  gives  tongue,  and  Fleet,  Driver,  and  Siy, 
The  fox  now  the  covert,  forfakes, 

Again  lie's  in  view,  let  us  after  him  fly,.. 

Now,  now  to  the  river  he  takes, 

Come  on,  &c. 
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From  the  river  poor  renard  can  make  but  one  pulh, 
No  longer  fo  proudly  he  flies, 

Tir’d,  jaded,  worn  out,  we  are  clofe  to  his  brufh, 
And  conqer’d,  like  Caefar,  he  dies. 

And  now  in  high  glee  to  board  we  repair, 

Where  fat,  as  we  jovially  quaff, 
jqis  portion  of  merit  let  every  man  fhare, 

And  promote  the  convivial  laugh. 

Come  on,  &c. 

BALLAD— in  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOM  BN 


FROM  prudence  let  my  joys  take  birth, 
Let  me  not  be  paffion’s  Have, 

Approv’d  by  reafon,  fweet  s  the  mirth, 
Vice  of  pleafure  is  the  grave. 

Then  fliil  to  reafon’s  dilates  true, 

Select  the  fweets  of  life  like  bees  ; 

Thus  your  enjoyments  will  he  few 
But  fuch  as  on  reflection  pleafe. 

Wine  exhilirates  the  foul, 

Infpires  the  mirth  of  every  fcaft, 

But  gluttons  fo  may  drain  the  bowl, 

Till  man  degenerates  to  beaft  : 

Then  mirth  and  wifdom  keep  in  view, 
And  freely  on  the  bottle  feize  ; 

What  though  your  pleafures  are  but  few  ! 
They’re  fuch  as  on  reflection  pleafe. 

Love  the  fource  of  human  joys, 

The  mind  with  blifs-  that  lweetly  fills, 
Too  often  its  own  end  deflroys, 

And  proves  the  fource  of  human  ills. 
Here  reafon’s  dictates  keep  in  view, 

Or,  farewell  freedom,  farewell  eafe, 
The  real  joys  of  life  aie  few 

But  fuch,  as  on  reflection  pleafe. 

Then  while  we  meet,  let’s  only  own 
Joys  that  do  honor  to  the  heart, 

And  ceafxng  to  prize  thefe  alone, 

Deplore  our  frailty,  figh,  and  part ; 
Meanwhile  to  reafon’s  dictates  true, 
SeleCt  the  fweets  of  life  like  bees, 
Thus  your  enjoyments  will  be  few 
Eut  fuch  as.  on  reflection  pleafe. 
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BALLAD - IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


THE  fpangled  green  confefs’d  the  morn. 
The  rofe  bud  dropt  a  tear, 

And  liquid  prifms  bedeck’d  the  thorn, 
When  Sandy  fought  his  dear  : 

Sure  never  loon  was  e’er  fo  crofs’d _ 

Ye  fhepherds  f  wains  impart, 

U  here  did  die  gang  ?  ah  me  !  I’ve  loft 
The  lady  of  my  heart. 

Her  charms  are  felt  as  foon  as  kenn’d, 
Eyne  bright  as  brilliant  gem, 

But  of  her  beauties  there’s  no  end, 

Why  need  I  talk  of  them  ? 

Each  fhepherd  fwain  finds,  to  his  coft, 
What  power  they  can  impart, 

But  moft  poor  Sandy,  who  has  loft 
The  lally  of  his  heart. 

But  mine’s  the  fault,  and  mine’s  the  grief, 
How  could  I  rafhly  dare  ! 

Oh  I  have  finn’d  beyond  relief, 

’Gainft  all  that’s  fweet  and  rare: 

But  fee,  flie  comes !  ceafe  heart  to  bound, 
Some  comfort  ah  impart  ? 

She  fmiles  !  ah  fhepherds  I  have  found 
The  iaiTy  of  my  heart ! 


BALLAD — "IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


OF  all  fenfations  pity  brings. 

To  proudly  fwtll  the  ample  heart, 

From  which  the  willing  farrow  fprings, 
In  others  grief  that  bear  a  part. 

Of  all  fad  fympathy’s  delights, 

The  manly  dignity  of  grief 
A  joy  in  mourning  that  excites, 

And  gives  the  anxious  mind  relief: 

OI  thefe  would  you  the  feeling  know, 
Moft  gen’rous,  noble,  greatly  brave, 
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That  ever  taught  a  heart  to  glow, 

’Tis  the  tear  that  bedews  a  foldier’s  grave. 

For  hard  and  painful  is  his  lot, 

Let  dangers  come  he  braves  them  all ; 
Valiant  perhaps  to  be  forgot, 

Or  undiilinguifh’d  doom’d  to  fall  : 

Yet  wrapt  in  confcious  worth  fecure, 

The  world,  that  now  forgets  his  toil, 

He  views  from  a  retreat  obfeure, 

And  quits  it  with  a  willing  fmilc. 

Then  trar’ler  one  kind  drop  beflow, 
’Twere  graceful  pity,  nobly  brave  ; 

Nought  ever  taught  the  heart  to  glow 
Like  the  tear  that  bedews  a  foldier’s  grave. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


GO  patter  to  lubbers  and  fwabs  d’ye  fee 
’Bout  danger,  and  fear,  and  the  like, 

A  tight  water  boat  and  good  fea-room  give  me, 

And  t’ent  to  a  little  I’ll  ilrike; 

Though  the  tempers  top  gallant  mails  fmackfmooth  fliould 
finite, 

And  fhiver  each  fplinter  of  wood, 

Clear  the  wreck,  flow  the  yards,  and  bonze  every  thing  tight, 
And  under  reef’d  forefail  we’ll  feud: 

Avail !  nor  don’t  think  me  a  miik-fop  fo  foft 
To  be  taken  for  trifles  aback, 

For  they  fays  there’s  a  providence  (its  up  aloft 
To  keep  watch  for  the  life  of  poor  Jack. 

Why  I  heard  the  good  chaplain  palaver  one  day 
About  fouls,  heaven,  mercy,  and  fuch, 

And,  my  timbers,  what  lingo  he’d  coil  and  belay, 

Why,  ’twas  juft  all  as  one  as  high  Dutch  : 

But  he  faid  how  a  fparrow  can’t  founder  d’ye  fee. 

Without  orders  that  comes  down  below, 

And  many  fine  things  that  prov’d  clearly  to  me 
That  providence  takes  us  in  tow  ; 

For,  fays  he,  do  you  mind  me,  let  dorms  e’er  fo  oft 
Take  the  top-fails  o!  Tailors  aback, 

There’s  a  fwcet  little  cherub  that  fits  up  aloft, 

To  keep  watch  for  the  life  of  poor  J-tck. 
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I  faid  to  our  Pol),  for  you  fee  flie  would  cry, 

When  laid  we  weigh’d  anchor  for  fea, 

What  argufies  fnivTing,  and  piping  your  eye, 

^/hy  what  a  damn’d  fool  you  muft  be! 

Can’t  you  fee  the  world’s  wide,  and  there’s  room  for  us  all, 
Both  for  feamen  and  lubbers  afhort, 

And  if  to  old  Davy  I  fhould  go,  friend  Poll, 

Why  you  never  will  hear  of  me  more  : 

What  then,  all’s  a  hazard,  come  don’t  be  fo  foft, 

Perhaps  I  may  laughing  come  back, 
hoi  d’ye  fee  there’s  a  cherub  lit  fmiiing  aloft, 

I  o  keep  watch  for  the  life  of  poor  Jack. 

D  ye  mind  me  a  failor  fhould  be  every  inch 
All  as  one  as  a  piece  of  the  fliip, 

And  with  her  brave  the  world  without  offering  to  flinch, 
From  the  moment  the  anchor’s  a  trip. 

As  for  me,  in  all  weathers,  all  times,  fides,  and  ends, 
Nought’s  a  trouble  from  duty  that  fprings, 

For  my  heart  is  my  Poll’s,  and  my  Rhino’s  my  friend5^ 
And  as  for  my  life  ’tis  the  king’s  ; 

Even  when  my  time  comes,  ne’er  believe  me  fo  foft 
As  for  grief  to  be  taken  aback, 

That  fame  little  cherub  that  fits  up  aloft 
Will  look  out  a  good  birth  for  poor  jack. 
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WHAT  though  from  Venus  Cupid  fprung, 
No  attribute  divine 

— Whate’er  the  bawling  bards  have  fung — - 
Had  he,  his  bow  till  Bacchus  fining, 

And  dipp’d  his  darts  in  wine  : 

Till  old  Si'enus  plung'd  the  boy 
In  needar  from  the  vine, 

Then  Jove,  that  was  before  a  toy, 

Became  the  fource  of  mortal  joy  ; 

The  urchin  Amok  his  dewy  wings, 

And  carelefs  levelled  clowns  and  kings, 
Such  power  has  mighty  wine. 

When  Thefens  on  the  naked  fliorc 
Fair  Ariadne  left, 

D’ye  think  flic  did  her  fate  deplore, 

Or  her  fine  locks  or  bofom  tore, 

Like  one  of  hope  bereft : 
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Not  flit  indeed,  her  fleeting  love 
Fioni  mortal  turns  divine, 

And  as  gay  Bacchus’  tigers  move, 

His  car  afeends  amidft  a  grove 
Of  vines,  furrounded  by  a  throng, 

"Who  lead  the  jolly  pair  along, 

A 1  mo  ft  half  gone  with  wine. 

Ma’m  Helen  lov’d  the  Phrygian  boy. 

He  thought  hera'  i  his  own, 

But  hottefl  love  will  iooneft  cloy, 

He  ne’er  had  brought  her  fafe  to  Troy 
But  for  the  wife  of  Thone. 

She,  merry  goftip  mixed  a  cup 
Of  tipple,  right  divine, 

To  keep  love’s  flagging  fpirits  up. 

And  He'en  drank  it  every  fup  ; 

This  liquor  is  ’mongQ:  learned  elves. 
Nepenthe  called,  but  ’twixt  ourfclves, 

’Tvvas  nothing  more  than  wine. 

Of  Lethe  and  its  flowery  brink 
Let  mufty  poets  prate, 

Where  thirfty  fouls  are  laid  to  drink, 

That  never  they  again  may  think 
Upon  their  former  ftatc. 

What  is  there  in  this  foullefs  lofs, 

1  pray  you  fo  divine  ? 

Grief  finds  the  pa  acc  and  the  cot, 

Which,  for  a  time,  were  well  forgot; 

Come  here  then,  in  our  Itthe  fhare. 

The  true  ob.ivion  of  your  care 
Is  only  found  in  wine. 
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RONDEAU - IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


S  Mil  .TNG  grog  is  the  failcr’s  heft  hope,  his  fheet  anchor, 
His  com  pals,  his  cable,  his  log, 

That  gives  him  a  heart  which  lite’s  cares  cannot  canker, 
Though  dangers  aroimd  him 
Unite,  to  confound  him, 

He  braves  them  and  tips  off  his  grog. 

’Tis  grog,  only  grog, 

I»  his  rudder,  his  compafs,  his  cable',  his  log, 

The  Tailor’s  (licet  anchor  is  gw. 
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What  though  he  to  a  friend  in  truft 
His  prize  money  convey, 

Who  to  his  bond  of  faith  unjuft, 

Cheats  him  and  runs  away  : 

What’s  to  be  lone  ?  he  vents  a  curfe 
’Gainftail  falfe  hearts  afliore, 

Of  the  remainder  clears  his  purfe, 

And  then  to  fea  for  more. 

There’s  fmn'ing  grog,  &c. 

What  though  his  girl,  who  often  fwore 
To  know  no  other  charms. 

He  finds,  when  he  returns  afhore, 

Clafp’d  in  a  rival’s  arms : 

What’s  to  be  done  ?  he  vents  a  curfe 
And  fceks  a  kinder  fhe, 

Dances,  gets  groggy,  clears  his  purfe, 

And  goes  again  to  fea. 

To  erodes  born,  ftill  trufting  there, 

The  waves  lefs  faithlefs  than  the  fair  ; 

There  into  toils  to  rufli  again, 

And  ftormy  perils  brave — what  then? 
Smiling  grog,  &c. 


BALLAD— i  N  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT, 


YANKO  he  tell,  and  he  no  lie, 

We  near  one  pretty  brook, 

Him  flowing  hair,  him  lovely  yiei 
Sweetly  on  Orra  look  : 

Him  fee  big  world  fine  warrior  men, 
Grand  cruel  king  love  blood  ; 
Great  king  !  but  Yanko  fay  what  den 
If  he  no  honed:  good  ? 

Virtue  in  foe  be  virtue  ftill* 

Fine  (tone  he  found  in  mine, 

The  fun  one  dale,  as  well  one  hill, 
Make  warm  where’er  him  dune. 

You  brodcr  him,  him  brodcr  you, 

So  all  the  world  fhould  call, 

For  nature  fay,  and  flic  fay  true, 
That  men  be  broder  all. 

If  cruel  man*  like  tiger  grim, 

Come  bold  in  third:  of  blood, 

Poor  man  : — be  noble — pity  him, 
That  he  no  honed  good  : 
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Virtue  in  foe  be  virtue  Bill, 

Fine  (lone  be  found  in  mine, 

The  fun  one  dale,  as  well  one  hill, 

Make  warm  where’er  flim  iliine. 

BALLAD— i  N  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MO 


I  am  a  jolly  fifherman, 
i  catch  what  I  can  get, 

Still  going  on  my  betters’ plan, 

All’s  fifh  that  comes  to  net ; 

Fifh,  juft  like  men,  I’ve  often  caught, 
Crabs,  gudgeons,  poor  John,  Codfifh, 
And  many  a  time  to  market  brought 
A  dev’lifh  light  of  odd  fifh. 

Thus  all  arefiihermen  through  life. 

With  weary  pains  and  labour, 

This  baits  with  gold,  and  that  a  wife. 
And  all  to  catch  his  neighbour  ; 

Then  praile  the  jolly  fifherman, 

Who  takes  what  he  can  get, 

Still  going  on  his  betters’  plan, 

All’s  ftlli  that  comes  to  net. 

Then  pike  to  catcli  the  little  fry, 

Extends  his  greedy  jaw, 

For  all  the  world  as  you  and  I, 

Have  feen  your  men  of  law  ; 

He  who  to  lazinefs  devotes 
His  time,  is  fure  a  numb  filb, 

And  members  who  givefilent  votes 
^  May  fairly  be  called  dumb  fifh  : 

Falfe  triends  to  eels  we  may  compare, 
The  roach  refembles  true  ones  ! 
lake  gold  fifh  we  find  old  friends  rare, 
Plenty  as  herrings  new  ones. 

Then  praife,  &c. 

Like  fifh  then  mortals  are  a  trade, 

And  trapp’d,  and  fold,  and  bought  ; 
The  old  wife  and  the  tender  maid 
Are  both  with  tickling  caught ; 

Indeed  the  fair  are  caught,  ’tis  faid, 

If  you  but  throw  the  line  in, 

With  maggots,  dies,  or  fomething  red, 

G 


SELECTED  SONGS, 


Or  any  thing  that’s  fhining  : 

With  fmall  fifh  you  muft  lie  in  wait 
For  thofe  of  high  condition, 

But  ’tis  alone  a  golden  bait 
Can  catch  a  learn’d  phyfician. 
Then  praife,  &c. 
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SONG —  IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT, 


ARM’D  with  jav’lin,  arm’d  with  dart, 
With  mighty  arm  and  heady  heart, 

We  to  the  battle  go  ; 

^  Yet,  ’ere  we  part, 

We  join  with  all  our  friends  fo  dear, 
And  fervent  adoration  pay 
To  the  bright  orb  that  gave  us  day. 

Then  void  of  fear, 

We  ruih  to  meet  the  foe  : 

Station’d  on  impervious  ground, 

We  watch  their  number  fcatter’d  round  ; 
The  fubtle  ambufh  then  prepare, 

And  fee  they  fall  into  the  fnare  ! 

Hid  as  in  the  woods  we  lay, 

They  tread  the  unfufpedled  way  ; 

Sudden  and  fierce  from  every  bufh, 

Upon  the  aftonifh’d  foe  we  rufh, 

Bold  and  refolved  : — and  now  around, 
Hark  !  the  dreadful  war-whoop  found, 
Confufion,  terror,  and  difmay, 

It  fcatters  as  it  wings  its  way  : 

They  fly  !  confufion  in  their  train, 

And  {laughter  tread>  the  fanguine  plain  ! 
Hark  of  our  friends  the  welcome  cry, 
Proclaims  for  us  ths  vi&ory  ? 

Then  fervent  adoration  pay 
To  the  bright  orb  that  gave  us  day. 

•See  the  feflive  train  advance, 

Breathe  the  mufic,  lead  the  dance  ! 

Sound  the  cymbals  ! 

Beat  the  tymbals  ! 

Hafle,  in  glad  proceflion  come 
To  our  anxious  friends  at  home, 

Fur  our  reception  who  prepare, 

While  acclamations  rend  the  air, 
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And  loudly  a  whole  nation  cry, 

Honour,  glory,  victory. 

BALLAD—  IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


BE  it  known  to  all  thofe  whofoe’er  it  regard?, 

That  we  fingers  of  ballads  were  always  call’d  bards; 

And  from  Ida  to  Grub-ftreet  the  mufes  who  follow 
Are  each  mother’s  fon  the  true  fpawn  of  Apollo  : 

Thus  recording  great  men,  or  a  flea,  or  a  (far, 

Or  the  fpheres,  or  a  jew’s-harp,  we’re  all  on  a  par  ; 

Nor  in  this  do  I  tell  you  a  word  of  a  lie, 

For  Homer  fung  ballads  and  fo  do  1. 

Don’t  you  know  what  the  ancient’s  were  — great  things  they 
talk’d, 

Hdw  they  rode  upon  Pegafus — that’s  to  fay,  walk’d _ 

That  near  kindred  gods  they  drove  Phoebus’s  chariot, 

The  Englifh  of  which  is — they  liv’d  in  a  garret  : 

And  thus  they  went  forward,  Diogenes  quaff’d, 
rleraclitus  cried,  and  Democritus  laugh’d, 

Menander  made  multitudes  both  laugh  and  cry, 

But  Homer  fung  ballads  and  fo  do  I. 

Thus  did  they  flrange  whimfical  notions  purfue, 
some  argued  on  one  leg,  and  fome  upon  two  ; 

Po  which  laft  my  pretenfions  are  not  hypothetic, 

For  ’tis  certainly  clear  I’m  a  perapatetic  : 

Lycurgus  and  Solon  ’bout  laws  made  a  pother, 

Which  went  in  at  one  ear,  and  then  out  at  t’other, 

Did  fongs  fuch  as  mine  are  will  nobody  buy  ? 

Borne,  Homer  fung  ballads  and  fo  do  I. 

■Tiftoric  was  Pliny,  and  Plato  divine, 

3vid  wrote  about  love,  and  Anacreon  wine, 

Breat  Cicero  argued  to  every  man’s  palate, 

*\nd  when  he  was  out — ’twas  a  hole  in  the  ballad  : 
fhus  to  great  men  of  old,  who  have  made  fuch  a  rout. 

My  claim  to  call  coufm  I’ve  fairly  made  out, 

\nd  if  any  hereafter  my  right  fhoukl  deny, 

Feir  em  Homer  fung  ballads,  and  fo  do  I. 

•*«>  » 

BALLAD — IN  THE  BY-STANDER. 


Look  fairly  all  the  world  around, 
And,  as  you  truth  deliver, 
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Tell  me  what  character  is  found 
A  real  favoir  vivre  ? 

Who  truly  merits  fober  lame — 

To  find  you  need  not  wander, 

None  can  detect  life’s  fraudful  game 
So  well  as  the  By- Hander. 

The  lover  cogs,  and  palms,  and  flipsr 
The  eafy  fair  to  bufde, 

And  dill  to  win  that  flake  her  lips. 

Will  deal  and  cut,  and  fhufde  : 

Still  will  he  ply  each  fubtle  art, 

Till  he  has  quite  trapann’d  her, 

And  then  is  fure  to  trump  her  heart, 

If  abfent  the  By-dander. 

Preferment  is  a  bowling  green. 

Where,  placed  in  each  pofition, 

Bowls  joftling  in  and  out  are  feen, 

To  reach  the  Jack  ambition. 

The  bias  int’reft  dill  they  try, 

Twill,  turn,  and  well  meander, 

Yet  their  manoeuvres,  rub  or  fly, 

Are  known  to  the  By-dander. 

The  law’s  a  game  at  whid,  wherein 
The  parties  nine  are  both  in, 

Where  tricks  alone  the  game  can  win, 

And  honours  go  for  nothing  : 

And  while  they,  a  fure  game  to  nick. 

Their  client’s  money  Squander, 

Full  many  more  than  one  odd  trick 
Difcovers  the  By-dander. 

The  coxcomb  plays  at  fihuttlecock, 

The  wit  commands  and  queftions, 

The  carping  cits  to  commerce  flock, 

Each  follows  his  fuggedions. 

Yet  he  alone  who  merits  fame, 

Who  blunts  the  fhafts  of  dander, 

And  on  the  fquare  life’s  motely  game 
Bed  plays  is  the  By-dander. 

BALLAD— IN  THE  GRACES. 


AT  fird  like  an  infant  appearing 
With  neither  bis  bow  nor  his  darts, 
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To  his  wiles  we  attend  without  fearing, 

Till  he  creeps  by  degrees  to  our  hearts. 

When  foon  for  our  folly  requited, 

This  guefl  the  foie  mailer  we  find, 

For  fcarce  to  the  bofom  invited, 

He  lords  it  at  will  o’er  the  mind. 


BALLAD  —  IN  THE  GRACES. 


SAY,  fluttering  heart, 

Why  after  days  of  fweet  delight, 

Where  confcious  innocence  bore  part, 

Serene  as  fmiling  morn,  peaceful  as  filver  night, 

Or  gay  as  gaudy  noon,  when  Phoebus  beams  flionc  bright. 

Say,  how  one  hour, 

One  little  inftant  could  remove 

That  vacant  carelefs  joy  ?  what  power 
Inflidt  the  torments  we  now  prove  ; 

Cynthia  forbid  it  ever  fhould  be  love. 

Dear  goddefs,  for  fair  honour’s  fake, 

Relieve  the  torments  we  partake  1 
Teach  us  to  cure  our  am’rous  fires, 

Or  elfe  permit  us  our  defires': 

And  this  with  zealous  care  perform, 

Swift  as  the  wind  that  rules  the  florin  ; 

Swift  as  the  glowing  god  of  day 
Darts  from  afar  a  downward  ray, 

And  fo  ihall  vot'ries  to  thy  praife 
A  thoufand,  thoufand  altars  raife. 


'  I 


BALLAD  —  IN  THE  HONEST  IMPOSTORS. 


THAT  girl  who  fain  would  chufe  a  mate, 
Should  ne’er  in  fondnefs  fail  her, 

May  thank  her  lucky  flars  if  fate 
Should  fplice  her  to  a  failor. 

He  braves  the  ftorm,  the  battle’s  heat, 
The  yellow  boys  to  nail  her  ; 

Diamonds,  if  diamonds  flic  could  cat, 
Would  feek  her  honefl  failor. 
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If  dic’d  be  conflant,  flill  his  heart 

^  She’s  furs,  will  never  fail  her  ; 

For,  though  a  thoufand  leagues  apart, 

Still  faithful  is  her  failor. 

If  Hie  be  falfe,  flill  he  is  kind, 

And  abfent  does  bewail  her, 

Her  trailing  as  he  trufls  the  wind, 

Still  faithlefs  to  the  failor. 

A  butcher  can  procure  her  prog, 

Three  threads  to  drink  a  tailor, 

What’s  that  to  buifeuit  and  to  grog, 

Procur’d  her  by  her  failor. 

She  who  would  fuch  a  mate  tefufe, 

The  devil  hire  muff  ail  her; 

Search  round,  and,  if  your  wife,  you’ll  chufe 
To  wed  an  honell failor. 


BALLAD—  IN  THE  ODDITIES. 


TWAS  in  the  good  fhip  Rover 
I  fail’d  the  world  around, 

And  for  three  years  and  over, 

I  ne’er  touch’d  Britifh  ground  ; 

At  length  in  England  landed, 

1  left  the  roaring  main, 

Found  all  relations  flranded, 

And  went  to  fea  again. 

That  time  bound  flraight  to  Portugal, 
Right  fore  and  aft  we  bore ; 

But  when  we  made  Cape  Ortugal, 

A  gale  blew  off  the  fhore  : 

She  lay,  fo  did  it  fhock  her, 

A  log  upon  the  main, 

Till,  lav’d  from  Davy’s  locker, 

We  flood  to  fea  again. 

Next  in  a  frigate  failing, 

Upon  a  fqually  night, 

Thunder  and  lightning  hailing 
'Phe  horrors  of  the  fight, 

JM.y  precious  limb  was  lopp’d  off, 
b  when  they’d  eas’d  my  pain, 
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Thank’d  God  I  was  not  popp’d  ofF, 

And  went  to  fea  again. 

Yet  (till  am  I  enabled 
To  bring  up  in  life’s  rear, 

Although  I’m  quite  difabled. 

And  tie  in  Greenwich  tier  ; 

The  king,  God  blefs  his  royalty*- 
Who  fav’d  me  from  the  main, 

I’ll  praife  with  love  and  loyalty, 

But  ne'er  to  fea  again. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  ODDITIES. 


THE  morning  breaks, 

Thofe  ruddy  breaks 
Proclaim  the  opening  day, 

With  glowing  health, 

The  fportfman’s  wealth , 

Away  boys,  come  away. 

The  mellow  horn 
On  the  bill  morn 
Pours  founds  which  echo  mocks, 

While  following  bound 
Mail,  horfe,  and  hound, 

T’  unearth  the  wily  fox. 

Hark  echo  mocks 
The  winding  horn, 

That  on  the  expanded  wing  of  morn, 
Though  fweet  the  found  in  dreadful  yell, 
Tolls  out  a  knell 
To  the  devoted  fox. 

Now  off  he’s  thrown, 

The  day’s  our  own, 

See  yonder  where  he  takes; 

To  cheat  our  eyes, 

In  vain  he  tries 
The  rivers  and  the  brakes. 

The  mellow  horn 
Breaks  on  the  morn, 

And  leads  o’er  hills  and  rocks; 

While  following  bound 
Man,  horfe,  and  hojnd, 
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T’  entrap  the  wily  foxJ 
Hark  echo  mocks,  &c. 

Now,  now  he’s  fejz’d, 

The  dogs  well  pleas’d 
Behold  his  eye-balls  roll ; 

He  yields  his  breath, 

And  from  his  death 
Is  born  the  flowing  bowl. 

The  mellow  horn 
That  through  the  morn 
Led  over  hills  and  rocks, 

Now  founds  a  call 
To  fee  the  fall 
Of  the  expiring  fox. 

GLEE - IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


COME  around  me  and  weep,  to  your  hearts  take  defpair 
’Tis  a  caufe  that  all  nature  muff  mourn, 

Poor  Hylas,  of  love  from  all  had  a  ihare, 

From  our  wifhes  for  ever  is  torn. 

That  Hylas  to  whom  we  look'd  up  for  a  fmile, 

As  we  bleffings  from  heaven  would  obtain, 

Whofe  form  was  fo  faultlefs,  whofe  tongue  knew  no  guile, 

Is  gone,  and  our  wifhes  are  vain. 

BALLAD — IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


’TIS  true  the  marks  of  many  years 
Upon  my  wrinkled  front  appears, 

Yet  have  1  no  fuch  idle  fears 
This  will  my  fortune  fpoil : 

Gold  dill  fome  happinefs  bellows, 

E’en  where  no  youthful  ardour  glows  ; 
For  j)i  oof  dear  girl,  take  thefe  rouleaus? 
And  give  a  fvvcet  fmile. 

’Tis  true  upon  my  haggard  face 
No  marks  of  beauty  can  you  trace, 

Nor  wears  my  figure  ought  of  grace 
To  cnfure  the  lover’s  blifs  ? 
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Yet  am  I  no  fuch  horrd  fright 

But  that  bank  notes  may  fet  things  right, 

Take  then  tliefe  bills  all  drawn  at  light, 

And  give  me  a  fweet  kils. 

*Tis  true  I  know  not  to  be  kind,  . 

And  that  within  my  harden’d  mind 
To  more  a  jewel  can  you  find 
Than  beauty  in  my  face  : 

But  one  within  this  calket  here 
May  make  amends,  its  luftre’s  clear, 

Nor  final  1  I  think  I’ve  fold  it  dear 
Paid  by  a  fweet  embrace. 


BALLAD  —  IN  THE  ODDITIES* 


COME  painter,  with  thy  happieft  flight. 
Portray  me  every  grace 
In  that  blefl  region  of  delight, 

My  charming  Silvia’s  face  : 

And  hear  me  painter,  to  enhance 
The  value  of  thine  art, 

Steal  from  her  eyes  that  very  glance 
That  dole  away  my  heart, 

Her  forehead  paint,  in  fway  and  rule* 

Where  fits,  with  pleafure  grac’d, 

A  form  like  Venus  beautiful. 

And  like  Diana  Chafte  : 

Then  paint  her  cheeks — come,  paint  and  gaze, 
Guard  well  thy  heart  the  while, 

And  then  her  mouth,  where  Cupid  plays 
In  an  eternal  fmile. 

Next  draw — prefumptuous  painter  hold; 

Ah  think’li  to  thee  ’twas  given 
To  paint  her  bofom  ? — would’fl  fo  bold 
Prefume  to  copy  heaven  ! 

Nay  leave  the  tafk,  for  ’tis  above  ; 

Far,  far  above  thine  art  ! 

Her  portrait’s  drawn — the  painter  love, 

The  tablet  my  fond  heart. 
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BALLAD  —  IN  THE  ODDITIES.. 


A  Sailor  s  life’s  a  life  of  woe, 

He  works  now  late  now  early, 

Now  up  and  down,  now  to  and  fro, 
hat  then  he  takes  it  cheerly : 
Bleft  with  a  finding  can  of  grog, 

II  duty  call, 

Stand,  rife,  or  fall, 

To  fate’s  lafl  verge  he’ll  jog: 

The  cadge  to  weigh, 

The  fheets  belay, 

He  does  it  with  a  wifh! 

To  heave  the  lead, 

Or  to  cat-head 
The  pondrous  anchor  fifb: 

For  while  the  grog  goes  round^ 

All  fenfe  of  danger  drown’d, 

We  defpife  it  to  a  man  : 

We  ling  a  little,  and  laugh  a  little, 
And  work  a  little,  and  fwear  a  little, 
And  daaie  a  mile,  and  foot  it  a  little, 
And  fwig  the  flowing  can. 

If  howling  winds  and  roaring  feas 
Give  proof  of  coming  danger, 

We  view  the  florin,  our  hearts  at  cafe, 
For  Jack’s  to  fear  a  ftranger  j 
Blefl  with  the  fmiling  grog  we  fly, 
Where  now  below 
We  headlong  go, 

Now  rife  on  mountains  high; 

Spight  of  the  gale, 

We  hand  the  fail, 

Or  take  the  needful  reef, 

Or  man  the  deck 
To  clear  fomc  wreck, 

To  give  the  fhip  relief: 

Though  perils  threat  around, 

All  fenfe  of  danger  drown’d, 

We  defpife  it  to  a  man. 

We  ling  a  little,  &c. 
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But  yet  think  not  our  fate  is  hard, 

Though  dorms  at  fea  thus  treat  us, 

For  coming  home,  a  fweet  reward, 

With  fmiles  our  fweethearts  greet  us  ! 
Now  too  the  friendly  grog  we  quaff, 

Our  am’rous  toaft. 

Her  we  love  moft, 

And  gayly  fing  and  laugh  : 

The  fails  we  furl, 

Then  for  each  girl 
The  petticoat  dilpUy; 

The  deck  we  clear, 

Then  three  times  cheer, 

As  we  their  charms  furvey  ; 

And  then  the.grog  goes  round, 

All  fenfe  of  danger  drown’d, 

We  defpife  it  to  a  man  : 

We  fing  a  little,  &c. 

CATCH - IN  THE  BY-STANDER, 


HERE  lies  a  philofoplier,  knowing  and  brave, 

From  whom  madam  nature  ne’er  hid  the  lead  wonder, 
Who  looking  to  heaven,  tumbled  into  his  grave, 

And  difdam'd  that  fame  earth  where  he  rotting  lies  under* 

BALLAD — IN  THE  ODDITIES. 


AWAY  and  join  the  rendezvous, 
Good  fellow  {hip  reigns  here, 
Joys  dandard  flying  in  your  view, 
To  invite  each  volunteer. 

Hark  !  pleafures  drum 
Cries  come,  come,  come, 
Obey  the  kind  falute, 

The  echoing  hall 
Refounds  the  call. 

To  welcome  each  recruit. 

Behold  the  dinner  in  array, 

A  column  it  appears; 
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"While  pyramids  of  whips  difplay 
A  corps  of  grenadiers. 

Hark!  pleafure’s  drum,  Sec. 

See  rivers, not  of  blood,  poured  out, 

But  nedfar,  clear  and  ftrong, 

Young  Ganemede’s  become  a  lcout, 
Hebe  an  aid-de-camp. 

Hark!  pleafure’s  drum,  See. 

Mow  down  the  rank^,  fee,  fee,  they  fly, 
Attack  them  glafs  in  hand  ; 

•C,lo£e  quarters,  rally,  fight  or  die, 

’Tis  Bacchus  gives  command. 

Hark  !  pleafures  drum,  &c. 
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BALLAD— i  N  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


To  BachelorVHall  we  good  fellows  invite, 

To  partake  of  the  chafe  that  makes  up  our  delight  ; 

We  have  fpirits  like  fire,  and  of  healtlr  fucli  a  (lock, 

That  our  pulfeflrike  thefeconds  as  true  at  a  clock. 

Did  you  fee  us,  you’d  fwear,  as  we  mount  with  a  grace, 
That  Diana  had  dubb’dfome  newgods  of  the  chafe. 

Hark  away,  haik  away,  all  nature  looks  gay, 

And  Aurora  with  lmiles  ufhers  in  the  bright  day. 

Dick  Thickfet  came  mounted  upon  a  fine  black, 

A  better  fleet  gelding  ne’er  hunter  did  back  ; 

Tom  Trig  rode  a  bay,  full  of  mettle  and  bone, 

And  gaily  Bob  Buxom  rode  proud  on  a  roan  ; 

But  the  horfe  of  all  horfes  that  rivall’d  the  day 
Was  the  fquire’s  Neck-or-Nothing,  and  that  was  a  grey. 
Hark  away,  &c 

Then  for  hounds  >  there  was  Nimble,  fo  well  that  climbs  rocks* 
And  Cocknofe,  a  good  one  at  lceiiting  a  fox, 

Little  Plunge,  like  a  mole  who  will  ferret  and  fearch, 

And  beetle -brow’d  Hawk  Veye,  fo  dead  at  a  lurch, 
young  Sly-looks,  who  feents  the  ilrong  breeze  from  the 
fouth, 

And  nmfical  Echo-well,  with  his  deep  mouth. 

Hark  away,  Sec. 

Our  horfes  thus  all  of  the  very  belt  ofblood, 

’Tis  not  likely  you’ll  eafily  find  fuch  a  find  : 
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And  for  hounds  our  opinions  with  thoufands  we’d  back, 
That  all  England  throughout  can’t  produce  fuch  a  pack. 
Thus,  having  defcribed  you  dogs,  horfes,  and  crew, 

Away  we  fet  off,  for  the  fox  is  in  view. 

Hark  away,  &c. 

Sly  renard’s  brought  home,  while  the  horns  found  a  calf. 
And  now  you’re  all  welcome  to  Bachelor’s  Hall, 

The  fav’ry  firloin  grateful  fmoaks  on  the  board, 

And  Bacchus  pours  wine  from  his  favourite  hoard. 

Come  on  then,  do  honour  to  this  jovial  place. 

And  enjoy  the  fweet.pleafures  that  fpring  from  the  chafe  ; 

Hark  away,  hark  away,  while  our  fpirits  are  gay, 

Let  us  drink  to  the  joys  of  the  next  coming  day. 


BALLAD—  IN  THE  ODDITIES. 


LET  bards  elate, 

Of  Sue  and  Kate 
And  Moggy  take  their  fill  O. 
And  pleas’d  rehearfe 
In  jingling  verfe 
The  lafs  of  Richmond  hill  O  : 

A  lafs  more  bright 
My  am’rous  flight, 

Impell’d  by  love’s  fond  working. 
Shall  loudly  fing, 

Like  any  thing, 

’Tis  charming  Peggy  Perkins. 

Some  men  compare 
The  favourite  fair 
To  every  thing  in  nature  j 
Her  eyes  divine 
Are  funs  that  fliine, 

And  fo  on  with  each  feature. 

Leave,  leave,  ye  fools, 

The  hackneyed  rules, 

And  all  fuch  fubtle  quirkings, 
Sun,  moon,  and  fiars 
Are  all  a  farce, 

Compar’d  to  Peggy  Perkins. 

H 
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Each  twanging  dart 
^  That  through  my  heart 
1'iom  Cupid  s  how  hasmorric’d, 
Were  it  a  tree, 

Why  I  fhould  be 
I'or  all  the  world  a  fored  ; 

Five  hundred  fops, 

With  dirugs  and  hops, 

-And  leers,  and  frniles,  and  fmirkiup 
Moll  willing  die 
Would  leave  for  me, 

Oh  what  a  Peggy  Perkins, 

BALLAD - IN  THE  ODDITIES, 


’TWAS  Saturday  night  the  twinkling  liars 
Shone  on  the  rippling  fea, 
jXo  duty  call’d  the  jovial  tars, 

The  helm  was  ladl’d  a-lee  ; 

The  ample  can  adorn’d  the  hoard  : 

Prepar’d  to  fee  it  out, 

Each  gave  the  lafs  that  he  ador’d, 

And  pudvd  the  grog  about. 

Cried  honed  Tom,  my  Peg  I’ll  toad., 

A  frigate  neat  and  trim, 

All  jolly  Portfmouth’s  favourite  boaO  : 

Ed  venture  life  and  limb. 

Sail  feven  long  years,  and  ne’er  fee  land. 
With  dauntleT  heart  and  dout, 

So  tight  a  vefTel  to  command — 

Then  pufli  the  grog  about. 

I’ll  give,  cried  little  Jack,  my  Polfa 
Sailing  in  comely  date, 

Top  gan’tfails  fet,  die  is  fo  tall, 

She  looks  like  a  fird  rate  : 

Ah  !  would  die  take  her  Jack  in  tow, 

A  voyage  for  life  throughout, 

No  better  birth  I’d  wifli  to  know, 

Then  pudi  the  grog  about. 

i’ll  give,  cried  I,  my  charming  Nan, 
Trim,Aandfome,  neat,  and  tight. 
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What  joy  fo  fine  as  Hi i p  to  man, 

She  is  my  heart’s  delight  ! 

So  well  fhe  hears  the  ftorm*  of  life, 

I  d  fail  the  world  throughout, 

Brave  every  toil  for  fuch  a  wife, 

Then  pufli  the  grog  about. 

Thus  to  deferibe  Poll,  Peg,  or  Nan, 

Each  his  beffc  manner  tried; 

Till,  fummon’d  by  the  empty  can, 

They  to  their  hammocks  hied  : 

Yet  fiill  did  they  their  vigils  keep, 

Though  the  huge  can  was  out, 

For,  in  foft  vifions  gentle  fleep 
Still  pufli’d  the  grog  about. 


BALLAD—  IN  THE  ODDITIES? 


THAN  marriage  and  mufic  can  ought  be  more  like  ? 
Both  are  bound  and  cemented  bv  ffrong  chords  • 

Hymen1  s  chains,  tho’  they  gall,  yet  with  eeftafy  firike. 
Exactly  like  difeords  and  concords  : 

Like  hooting  of  owls  and  of  bats  on  the  wing, 

Strife  all  wedding  happinefs  garbles, 

Bin  when  hearts  born  for  p'eafure  in  unifon  fing, 

Tis  the  mellow-ton’d  nightingale  warbles. 

When  the  wife  or  the  hufband  a  note  founds  too  fliarr. 
In  alt  both  irnm^Hia-toiy  Atcet  ; 

On  family  difeords  they  mutually  harp, 

Nor  will  either  come  down  a  note  lower. 

Thus  like  hooting,  &c. 

All  harmony’s  powers  in  wedlock  we  trace, 

Dutch  harmony,  not  Italiano  ; 

She  thunders  the  counter,  he  grumbles  the  bafs, 

And  the  children  fquall  out  the  foprano. 

Thus  like,  6cc# 

<3jg>  <358> 
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ALAS  where  (hall  I  comfort  find  ? 

My  peace  is  gone,  diflrefiedmy  mind, 
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My  heart  beats  high, 

I  know  not  why, 

Poor  heart !  ah  me,  ah  me  ! 

So  tender,  artlefs,  and  fo  young, 

I  liften’d  to  his  flatt’ring  tongue, 

Nor  did  1  e’er 
Sufpedt  a  fnare 
From  one  who  went  to  fea. 

For  failors  kind  and  honeft  are, 

They  injured  virtue  make  their  care. 

One,  only  one,  did  e’er  depart 
From  that  prov’d  rule,  and  he, 

Ah  me  ! 

Was  born  to  break  my  fimple  heart. 

Alas,  &c. 

When  abfent  from  my  longing  arms, 

Each  hour  was  fraught  with  new  alarm*., 
Each  fifing  morn  beheld  my  tears. 

The  fofteft  breeze,  in  my  fond  fears, 

Did  the  horizon  ffraight  deform, 

And  zephyr  grew  into  a  ftorm  : 

Yet  to  be  cheated  of  my  blifs, 

And  was  I  then  fo  kind  for  this  ? 

Alas,  &c. 
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HOW  mueL  i  2Jrl  would’fl  know,, 

Better  than  rofin  loves  the  bow, 

Than  treble  {brill  the  growlirfg  bafs 
Or  fpruce  guitars  a  tawdry  cafe. 

No  more  then  let  us  folo  play, 

To  Hymen’s  temple  jig  away, 

There  when  we  get, 

In  a  duet, 

Of  pleafure  will  we  take  our  fwing, 
joy’s  fiddle  fhall  play, 

Love’s  bells  fhall  ring  : 

And  while  we  celebrate  the  day, 

We’ll  friik  away, 

And  laugh  and  play. 

And  dance  and  fing, 

And  friik  away  lil  e  any  thing. 
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I  love  thee  more,  I  really  think. 

Than  dancers  jigs,  or  fiddlers  drink  ; 

Than  dancing-matters  love  a  kit, 

Or  jolly  failors  fal  dral  tit. 

No  more  then,  &c* 

I  love  thee  Griddy  Oh  much  more 
Than  fingers  love  a  loud  encore, 

Than  curates  crowdies  love  to  fcratch, 

Or  roaring  drunkards  love  a  catch. 

No  more  then,  dec. 
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THE  wind  was  hurtl’d,  the  fleecy  wave 
Scarcely  the  vefiel’s  liclcs  could  lave, 
When  in  the  mizen  top  his  (land 
Tom  Clueline  taking,  fpied  the  land. 

Oh  what  reward  for  all  his  toil ! 

Once  more  he  views  his  native  foil, 
Once  more  he  thanks  indulgent  fate, 
That  brings  him  to  his  bonny  Kate. 

Soft  as  the  fighs  of  Zephyr  flow, 

Tender  and  plaintive  as  her  woe, 

Serene  was  the  attentive  eve, 

That  heard  Tom’s  bonny  Kitty  grieve. 

1  Oh  what  avails,’  cried  the,4  my  pam  ? 
£  He’s  fwailow’d  in  the  greedy  main  : 

*  Ah  never  lhali  I  welcome  home, 

1  With  tender  joy,  my  honeft  Tom.’ 

Now  high  upon  the  faithful  fhroud, 

The  land  awhile  that  fieem’d  a  cloud, 
While  objedls  from  the  mill  arife, 

A  feaft  prefient  Tom’s  longing  eyes. 

A  riband  near  his  heart  which  lay, 

Now  fee  him  on  his  hat  difplav, 

The  given  fign  to  fhew  that  fate 
Had  brought  him  fafe  to  bonny  Kate. 

Near  to  a  cliff,  wliofe  heights  command 
A  profpedl  of  the  fhelly  ftrand, 

While  Kitty  fate  and  fortune  blam’d, 
Sudden,  with  rapture,  fhe  exclaim’d, 

H  a 
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<  But  fee,  oh  heaven  !  a  fhip  in  view, 
e  My  Tom  appears  among  the  crew, 

‘  The  piedge  he  fwore  to  bring  fafe  home, 

*  Streams  on  his  hat— ’tis  honed;  Tom/ 

What  now  remains  were  eafy  told, 
i  om  comes,  his  pockets  lin’d  with  gold, 

Now  rich  enough  no  more  to  roamT 
To  ferve  his  king,  he  days  at  home. 

Recounts  each  toil,  and  fhews  each  fear. 
While  Kitty  and  her  conftant  tar 
With  rev’rence  teach  to  blefs  their  fates 
\  oung  honed  Toms  and  bonny  Kates. 


**<}•• 
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WHY  T  be  fquire  Ned  of  Gobble-hall, 

I  he  come  to  London  town  with  father. 
And  they  that  little  I  a  goofe  goes  to  call, 
.Should  call  me  a  fox  much  rather. 

1  he  filent  and  fly,  * 

And  cunning,  and  dry, 

And  with  a  kawk’s-eye 
lo  watch  what’s  faid  and  done  am  ready; 
So  they  that  goes  to  hope 
To  hang  me  for  a  fool, 

WiLJ  find  in  the  rope 
A  knave,  iliathe  wool : 

So  you  never  rnud 
'To  faces  trud, 

For  I  he  dy, 

And  queer,  and  dry 

A*id  they  that  thinks  to  make  a  fool  of  I, 

Are  all  deceiv’d  in  little  Neddy. 

When  the  comely  captain  on  his  knees  I  find, 
Who  to  mother  has  vow’d,  and  kifs’d  her 
Why  ’tis  nothing  more  than  kind  after  kind. 
For  the  dancing- matter  kififes  fider: 

So  they  thinks  me  to  choufe. 

While  I  goes  about  the  houfe, 

As  tame  as  a  moufe, 

By  the  nick  name  of  limpIeTeddy  , 


dibdin’s  selected  songs. 

Biit  ’tis  all  one  to  me 
If,  in  day  time,  d’ye  lee, 

They  meets  their  i'park, 

I  kils  maids  in  the  dark. 

So  you  never  mu  ft 
To  faces  truft,  &c. 

If  father  be  in  love  with  a  bouncing  damej 
Thinking  I  be  a  lout,  and  no  better, 

He  fpells  me  out  good  madam’s  name, 

And  gi VG6  me  a  guinea  and  ^Letter, 

What  does  I  do,  d’ye  think  ? 

To  myfelf  while  I  wink, 

I  pockets  the  chink, 

Burns  the  letter,  and  makes  love  to  the  lady 
Thus,  while  down  to  the  ground, 

1  tricks  them  all  round, 

Prefty  lifter  and  mamma, 

And  my  reverend  pappa : 

So  you  never  mu  ft 
To  faces  truft,  &c. 
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BEN  Backftay  lov’d  the  gentle  Anna, 
Conftant  as  purity  was  lhe, 

Her  honey  words,  like  fucc’ring  manna. 
Cheer’d  him  each  voyage  he  made  to  fca. 
One  fatal  morning  faw  them  parting, 

While  each  the  other’s  forrow  diicd, 
They,  by  the  tear  that  then  was  darting, 
Vow’d  to  be  conflant  till  they  died. 

At  diftance  from  his  Anna’s  beauty, 

While  howling  winds  the  Iky  deform, 

Ben  lights,  and  well  performs  his  duty, 

And  braves  for  love  the  frightful  ftorm  t 
Alas  in  vain — the  veffel  batter’d, 

On  a  rock  fplitting,  open’d  wide, 

While  lacerated,  torn,  and  fhattcr’d, 

Ben  thought  of  Anna,  figh’d,  and  died. 

The  fernb lance  of  each  charming  feature, 
That  Ben  had  worn  around  his  neck. 
Where  art  flood  fubftitute  for  nature, 

A  tar,  his  friciad,  fav’d  from  the  wreck. 
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In  fervent  hope  while  Anna,  burning, 
f  Blufh’d  as  lhe  wifh’d  to  be  a  bride, 

The  portrait  came,  joy  turn’d  to  mourning, 
She  faw,  grew  pa!c,  funk  down,  and  died  ! 

BALLAD - IN  THE  ODDITIES. 


ABERGAVNEY  is  fine,  Aberidwith  alfo, 

And  the  laffes  it  is  fine  when  to  market  they  go  ; 

The  birds  and  the  pretty  finches  fingfine  in  the  grove, 
But  the  fined  bird  of  all  is  that  little  rogue  luff. 

Luff  me  I  pray  you  now,  luff  me  as  your  life, 

And  Taffy  and  Griddy  fliall  foon  be  man  and  wife. 
The  mountains  are  high,  and  the  Tallies  are  low, 

And  from  Radnor  to  Glamorgan’s  a  long  fay  to  co  ; 

But  I’d  co,  and  I’d  run,  and  I’d  fly,  and  I  d  rove, 

If  when  I  came  there  I  ihould  meet  with  my  luff. 

Luff  me,  3cc. 

Toil  and  labour  is  hard,  and  the  time’s  very  long, 
From  the  lark’s  pretty  chant  to  the  nightingale’s  fongr, 
But  I’d  toil  and  I’d  labour  throughout  the  whole  year, 
And  think  it  a  day,  were  I  bled  with  roy  dear. 

Luff  me,  &c. 
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RESPLENDENT  g’eam’d  the  ample  moon. 
Reflected  on  the  glitt’ring  lee, 

The  bell  proclaim’d  night’s  awful  noon, 

And  fcarce  a  ripple  lliook  the  fea, 

When  thus,  for  bailors,  nature’s  care, 

What  education  has  denied, 

Are  of  -drong  fenfe,  a  bounteous  fliarc 
Bv  obfervation  well  fupplied  : 

While  thus,  in  bold  and  honed  guife, 

For  wifdom  mov’d  h;s  tongue, 

Drawing  from  reafon  comfort’s  drop 
In  truth  and  fair  reflection  wife, 

Right  cheerfully  fung 

Little  Ben  that  kept  his  watch  on  the  main  top. 
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Why  fhould  the  hardy  tar  complain  ? 

’Tis  certain  true  he  weathers  more 
From  dangers  on  the  roaring  main 
Than  lazy  lubbers  do  afhore. 

Ne’er  let  the  noble  mind  defpair, 

Though  roaring  Teas  run  mountains  high, 

All  things  are  built  with  equal  care, 

Firft  rate  or  wherry,  man  or  fly  : 

If  there’s  a  power  that  never  errs, 

And  certainly  ’tis  fo — 

For  honeft  hearts  what  comfort’s  drop — 

As  well  as  kings  and  emperors, 

Why  not  take  in  tow 

Little  Ben  that  keeps  his  watch  in  the  main  top  i 

What  though  to  diftant  climes  I  roam, 

Far  from  my  darling  Nancy’s  charms, 

The  fweeter  is  my  welcome  home, 

To  blifsful  moorings  in  her  arms. 

Perhaps  fhe  on  that  fober  moon 
A  lover’s  obfervation  takes, 

And  longs  that  little  Ben  may  foon 
Relieve  that  heart  which  forely  achs. 

Ne’er  fear,  that  power  that  never  errs. 

That  guards  all  things  below — 

For  honefl:  hearts  what  comfort’s  drop— 

As  well  as  kings  and  emperors, 

Will  furely  take  in  tow 

Little  Ben,  that  keeps  his  watch  in  the  main  top 
BALLAD — >IN  THE  ODDITIES, 


CROWN  me  Bacchus,  mighty  god, 
The  victory  is  thine, 

Cupid’s  bow  yields  to  thy  rod, 

And  love  fubmits  to  wine  : 

Love,  the  dream  of  idle  boys, 

That  makes  the  fage  an  afs, 

Love  cannot  vie  with  thofc  fwcet  joys 
That  crown  the  fparkling  glafs. 

To  plunge  in  care  let  lovers  whine. 
Such  fools  who  will  be  may, 
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Good  fellows  glafs  in  hand  combine 
To  drive  pale  care  away  : 

With  grief  of  heart,  how  many  a  boy 
Goes  mad  to  pleafe  feme  lafs ; 

We  too  go  mad,  but  ’tis  with  joy, 

Fir’d  by  the  fparkling  glafs. 

How  many  dangle  on  a  tree 
^  Who  buckle  to  love’s  tether, 

True  to  our  honeft  purpofe  wc 
Hang  too,  but  ’tis  together  : 

The  lover  numbers,  by  his  fighs. 

The  moments  as  they  pafs, 

We  count  them  in  a  way  more  wife. 

By  putting  round  the  glafs. 

See  in  his  cage  the  hu/band  ling, 

Wife,  children,  fquall  fonorous, 

We  make  the  air  and  glaffes  ring, 

While  Tinging  freedom’s  chorus  : 

No  never  fhall  prefumptuous  lo\Te 
The  joys  of  wine  furpafs, 

Worn  out  by  bickerings,  even  Jove 
Seeks  Bacchus  and  his  glafs. 
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OF  the  ancients  is’t  fpeaking  my  foul  you’d  be  after, 

That  they  never  got  how  came  you  fo  ? 

Would  you  ferioufly  make  the  good  folks  die  with  laughter 
To  be  fure  their  dogs  tricks  we  don’t  know. 

Wid  yeur  fmalliliow  nonfenfc,  and  all  your  <jucci  bodderua 
Since  whifky’s  a  liquor  divine, 

To  be  fure  the  old  ancients,  as  well  as  the  moderns, 

Did  not  love  a  fly  fup  of  good  wine; 

Apicius  and  iEfop,  as  authors  afiure  us, 

Would  fwig  till  as  drunk  as  a  bead. 

Den  what  do  you  tink  of  that  rogue  Epicurus  ? 

Was  not  he  a  tight  hand  at  a  feafl:  ! 

Wid  your  fmalliliow,  &c. 

Alexander  the  Great,  at  his  banquets  who  drank  hard, 
When  he  no  more  worlds  could  fubdue, 

Shed  tears  to  be  fure,  but  ’t\ya$  tears  of  the  tankard, 
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To  refrefh  him — and  pray  would  not  you  ? 

Wid  your  fmalliliow,  Sac. 

Den  dat  tother  old  fellow  they  call'd  Ariftotle, 

Such  a  devil  of  a  tipler  was  he, 

That  one  night,  having  taken  too  much  of  his  bottle. 
The  taef  dagger’d  into  the  fea. 

Wid  your  fmalliliow,  Sac. 

Den  they  made  what  they  call  of  their  wine  a  libation, 
Which,  as  all  authority  quotes, 

They  threw  on  the  ground,  mufha  what  boderation, 
To  be  fure  ’twas  not  thrown  down  their  troats. 

Wid  your  fmalliliow,  Sac. 

<S>  <55£> 
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I  fail’d  from  the  Downs  in  the  Nancv, 

^  My  jib  how  fhe  fmack’d  through  the  breeze, 
She’s  a  veffel  as  tight  to  my  fancy 
As  ever  fail’d  on  the  fait  leas. 

So  adieu  to  the  white  cliffs  of  Briton, 

Our  girls,  and  our  dear  native  lhorc, 

For  if  fome  hard  rock  we  iliould  fplit  on. 

We  fliall  never  fee  them  any  more. 

But  Tailors  were  born  for  all  iveathers 
Great  guns  let  it  blow  high,  blow  low, 

Our  duty  keeps  us  to  our  tethers, 

And  where  the  gale  drives  we  muff  go. 

When  we  enter’d  the  gut  of  Gibraltar, 

I  verily  thought  fhe’d  have  funk, 

For  the  wind  fo  began  for  to  altar, 

She  yaw  d  juft  as  thof  flic  was  drunk. 

The  fquall  tore  the  mainfail  to  fhivers, 

•  Helm  a  weather  the  hoarfe  boatfwain  cries, 
israce  the  forefail  athwart,  fee  flic  quivers 
As  through  the  rough  tempeft  flic  flies.  ’ 

But  failors,  Sac. 

The  ftorm  came  on  thicker  and  fafter, 

As  black  juft  as  pitch  was  the  ftcy 
When  truly  a  doleful  difafter 
Befel  three  poor  failors  and  I. 
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Ben  Buntline,  Sam  Shroud,  and  Dick  HandfaiL, 
By  a  blafl  that  came  furious  and  hard, 

Juft  while  we  were  furling  the  mainfail, 

Were  ev’ry  foul  fwept  from  the  yard. 

But  failors,  &c. 

Poor,  Ben,  Sam,  and  Dick  cried  peccavi, 

As  for  I,  at  the  rifk  of  my  neck, 

While  they  funk  down  in  peace  to  old  Davy, 
Caught  a  rope,  and  fo  landed  on  deck. 

Well  what  would  you  have,  we  were  ftranded. 
And  out  of  a  fine  jolly  crew 
Of  three  hundred  that  fail’d,  never  landed 
But  I  and  I  think  twenty-two. 

But  failors,  &c. 

After  thus  we  at  fea  had  mifcarried, 

Another  guefs  way  fat  the  wind, 

For  to  England  I  came,  and  got  married 
To  a  lafs  that  was  comely  and  kind  ! 

But  whether  for  joy  or  vexation 

We  know  not  for  what  we  were  born, 
Perhaps  I  may  find  a  kind  ftation, 

Perhaps  1  may  touch  at  Cape  Horn. 

For  failors,  &c. 
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SURE  ’ent  the  world  a  mafquerade, 

Wid  fhrugs  and  queer  grimaces, 
Where  all  mankind  a  roaring  trade 
Drive  underneath  bare  faces  ? 

Pray  don’t  the  lover,  let  me  afk, 

Hid  by  a  fafcine  battery. 

Steal  hearts  away  ?  and  what’s  his  mafk  ? 

To  be  fure  it  is  not  flattery. 

Then  join  the  general  mafquerade, 

That  men  and  manners  traces, 

To  be  fure  the  beft  mafks  dat  are  made 
For  cheating  ’ent  bare  faces. 

Weigh  yonder  lawyer — I’ll  be  bail, 

So  able  are  his  talents. 

The  devil  himfelf,  in  t’other  fcale, 
Would  quickly  kick  the  balance. 
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See  that  friar  to  a  novice  preach. 

To  holinefs  to  win  her, 

Their  mates  dropt  off,  what  are  they  each  ? 
He  a  tael  and  fhc  a  finner. 

To  be  fure  they  ’ent,  &c- 

•Flt  her  hufband  fee  yon  widow  cry, 

She’ll  never  have  another; 

By  my  foul  fhe  weeps  wid  but  one  eye, 

For  tee’s  leering  with  the  tother. 

Yon  courtier  fee,  who,  in  a  crack, 

Will  promife  fifty  places, 

By  my  fou!  hi#  friends  fcarce  turn  their  back' 
«ut  he  laughs  before  their  faces. 

To  be  fure  he  don’t,  &c. 

BALLAD - IN  THE  ODDITIES. 


DEAR  Yanko  fay,  and  true  he  fav, 

^  All  mankind,  one  and  t’other 
Ycgro,  mulatto,  and  malay, 

Through  all  the  world  be  broder. 
in  black,  in  yellow,  what  difgrace. 

That  Icandal  fo  he  ufe  ’em  ? 

For  dere  no  virtue  in  de  face, 

De  virtue  in  the  bofom. 

Dear  Yanko  fay,  tec. 

What  harm  dere  in  a  teape  or  make  ? 

Vv'nat  harm  m  ugly  feature  ? 

W  hateyer  colour,  form,  he  take, 

T.lhl V,leairt  make  human  creature, 
ien  black  and  copper  both  be  friend, 
i\o  colour  he  briim  beautv 
For  beauty  Yanko  fay  attend 
On  him  who  do  him  duty. 

Dear  Yanko  fav,  tec.* 
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I’M  jolly  Dick  the  lamplighter, 
They  fay  the  fun’s  my  dad, 
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And  truly  I  believe  it,  fir, 

For  I’m  a  pretty  lad. 

Father  and  I  the  world  delight, 

And  make  it  look  fo  gay, 

The  difference  is  I  lights  by  night, 

And  father  lights  by  day. 

But  father’s  not  the  likes  of  I 
For  knowing  life  and  fun, 

For  I  queer  tricks  and  fancies  fpy 
Folks  never  fhew  the  fun  : 

Rogues,  owls,  and  bats  can’t  bear  the  light 
i’ve  heard  your  wife  ones  fay, 

And  fo  d’ye  mind  I  fees  at  night 
Things  never  fees  by  day. 

At  night  men  lay  afide  all  art. 

As  quite  a  ufelefs  tafk, 

And  many  a  face  and  many  a  heart 
Will  then  pull  off  the  mafic  : 

Each  formal  prude  and  holy  wight 
Will  throw  difguife  away, 

And  fin  it  openly  all  night 
Who  fainted  it  all  day. 

TIis  darling  hoard  the  mifer  views, 

Miffes  from  friends  decamp, 

And  many  a  ftatefman  mifehief  brews 
To  his  country  o’er  his  lamp  : 

So  father  and  I*  d’ye  take  me  right, 

Are  jufl  on  the  fame  lay, 

I  bare-fac’d  finners  light  by  night, 

And  he  falfe  faints  by  day. 

BALLAD - IN  THE  ODDITIES. 


SWEET  is  the  dew-drop  on  the  thorn, 
That,  like  a  prifrn,  reflects  the  morn; 

Swei  t  is  ihe  cheering  folar  ray. 

That  compares  the  ample  day  : 

S  veet  is  tire  balmy  evening’s  dole, 

That  . Hurts  the  foliage  of  the  role  : 

Thefe  to  creation  joys  impart 

Like  tiuffe  which  warm  the  grateful  heart. 
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The  little  fong'fiers  on  the  fpray 
Spontaneous  chant  their  grateful  lay, 

Or,  to  the  pebbly  rivulet  driven. 

They  lip,  and  lilt  their  heads  to  heaven; 

Or,  for  the  worm  or  infect  fly, 

To  feed  their  craving  progeny  : 

Feelings  a  leffon  that  impart 
To  Simulate  the  grateful  heart. 

Mark  \Tegetation,  wond’rous  fight 
See  how  the  germ  breaks  into  light  l 
The  fruitful  fhower  the  free  receives, 

-And  frefher  green  adorns  its  leaves: 

Man  cultivates  the  grateful  foil, 

And  flowers  and  fruit  reward  his  toil  : 
Plants,  birds,  all  nature  thus  impart 
Joys  fuch  as  warm  the  grateful  heart. 


••<>•••*<>,  <^>  <«*?>  •♦<>»* 
SONG — IN  THE  ODDITIES. 


FIRST  chufe  a  pretty  melod  v, 

To  take  in  all  the  Tats  : 

Then  change  your  drift, 

And  fuddenly 
Prepare  to  fhift 
^  "  The  key  ; 

Then  growl 
Like  dogs,  and  miowl 
Like  cats  : 

Tnen  chatter  like  monkies — now  low,  and  now  high, 

1  hen  whine  and  then  figh, 

And  all  through  the  nofe. 

And  then  fwim  and  die, 

And  then  come  to  a  clofe. 

Among  the  flats  and  fliarps  now  a  tedious  iournev  travel 
Then  lofe  yourlelf  in  knots  of  chords,  '  ’ 

x\nd  then  thole  knots  unravel  : 

Then  figh,  and  die, 

And  faint  in  blifs  extatic, 

^  And  then  the  half  tones  try, 

1'or  a  touch  of  the  chromatic. 

Tnen  where  you  fet  out  come  again, 

And  now — you’re  welcome  home  again. 
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Then  once  more  the  melody, 

To  take  In  all  the  flats: 

'I  hen  change  your  drift, 

And  fuddenJy 
Prepare  to  fhift 
i  he  key; 

Then  growl 
Like  dogs,  and  mi  owl 
Like  cats, 

Then  chatter  like  monkies — now  low,  and  new  high, 
And  all  through  the  nofe; 

And  then  Avim  and  die, 

And  then  come  to  a  clofe. 

Yet  not  (hahbily, 

Put  with  a  fine  contabile, 

In  which  go  high  and  low  boy, 

Still  follow’d  by  the  hautboy, 

And  all  through  the  nofe. 

And  then  Avim  and  die, 

And  then  come  to  a  clofe. 

BALLAD— IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


I  AM  the  world’s  epitome, 

Look  round  it,  and  then  fay, 

Nature  and  man  may  fit  to  me, 

Their  likenefs  to  pourtray  : 

As  nature,  in  her  motley  round, 

Oft  lliifts  from  day  to  night, 

So  fickle  man  is  varying  found, 

Still  changing  wrong  and  right. 

The  application’s  prompt  and  ripe, 

1  of  all  nature  am  the  type, 

So  turn  me  round, 
l  fhall  be  found, 

From  right  to  left,  and  left  to  right, 

Look  how  you  will, 

To  vary  flit!,  ' 

From  white  to  black,  and  bluciv  to  vJntc  • 

Do  but  that  learned  counfel  fee, 

Who  proves  that  wrong  is  right. 
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And  presently  augment  his  fee, 

His  argument  takes  flight  : 

And  now,  unfwearing  what  he  fwore, 
The  burden  of  his  fong 
Reverfes  what  he  faid  before, 

And  proves  that  right  is  wrong. 

The  application’s  prompt  and  ripe, 

I  of  that  lawyer  am  the  ty  pe  :  - 
For  turn  me  round,  &c. 

Behold  yon  lordly  datefman  frown, 

At  mention  of  a  bribe, 

As  if  difgrace  it  had  brought  down 
On  him  and  all  his  tribe  : 

But  left  behind,  he’ll  inftant  feize 
Upon  the  weli-fill'd  fack, 

Nor  Cv  uld  the  tfrength  of  Hercules 
Have  power  to  get  it  back. 

The  application’s  prompt  and  ripe, 

I  of  that  ftatefman  am  the  type  : 

For  turn  me  round,  &c. 

When  barking  in  profperity, 

Each  friend  to  ferve  you  burns, 

And  boading  his  fiucerity, 

The  fmiling  white  tide  turns  : 

But  let  uncertain  fortune  frown, 

And  take  her  biddings  back, 

Indant  the  friendly  white  is  flown, 

And  every  man  looks  black. 

The  application’s  prompt  and  ripe, 

1  of  all  nature  am  the  type  : 

For  turn  rue  round,  &c. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


WHAT  a  plague  cried  young  Colin  would  Chloe  he  at 
I  ne’er  will  be  caught  in  a  nool'e  : 

Odds  wounds  I’m  refolv’d,  and  who’d  wager  ’gaind  that 
Were  it  even  a  guinea,  he’d  lofe. 

I  told  the  young  baggage,  fays  T,  to  her  face, 

Toy  as  much  as  you  will,  but  no  pried  fhali  fay  grace. 
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Cry’d  young  Thyrfis,  pray  Colin  this  bludering  hold, 
What  you’ve  utter’d  is  only  through  fear  ; 

In  the  ab  fence  of  danger  all  cowards  feel  bold, 

But  you’d  foon  change  your  tone  were  Hie  near  : 

She  has  honour  and  truth,  and  I  fay’t  to  your  face, 

With  her  you’ll  ne’er  toy  till  the  pried:  fliall  fay  grace. 

Away  then  cried  Colin  a  foldier  I’ll  go, 

In  each  quarter  to  find  out  a  wife ; 

L’li  roar  and  I’ll  rant,  rake  a  little,  or  fo, 

But  no  one  fliall  fnap  me  for  life  ; 

For  in  l'pite  of  their  fancies.  I’ll  fay’t  to  their  face, 

Toy  as  much  as  you  will,  but  no  pried  fliall  lay  grace. 

As  he  utter’d  thole  words,  charming  Chloe  came  by, 
Unaffected  and  lovely  as  May  ; 

Adieu  then  poor  Colin  cried  llie,  with  a  figh, 

While  the  fun  fliines  begone  and  make  hay. 

Cried  Thyriis,  d’ye  hear,  you  may  well  hide  your  face  ! 

With  fuch  beauty  would’!!  toy  till  the  pried  lliould  fay  grace 

Odd  rot  it,  cried  Colin,  woot  let  me  alone, 

With  vexation  my  heart  how  it  boils; 

Why  for  her  peace  of  mind  l  would  forfeit  my  now — 

Woot  forgive  me  fweet  Chloe  ? — She  fmiles  ! 

See,  fee  glad  confent  lightens  up  in  her  face  ! 

Then  let  us  to  church,  where  the  pried  fliall  fay  grace. 

BALLAD— IN  THE  O  Dili  TIES. 


WHAT  thof  I  he  a  country  clown, 

For  all  the  fufs  that  you  make, 

One  need  not  to  he  born  in  town 
To  knew  what  two  and  two  make  : 

’S  ;uire  fop  there  thinks  his  empty  pate 
Worth  all  ours  put  together, 

But  how  can  that  have  any  weight 
'i  hat’s  only  made  of  feath  . 

T  ien  duont  ye  be  fo  proud,  c’ye  fee, 

It  ’ent  a  thing  that’s  fluting; 

C  in  one  than  t other  better  be, 

When  both  are  on  a  footing  ? 

Now  here’s  a  man  who  feas  and  land 
Has  dreamt  that  he  tan  crofs  over, 
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That  all  the  world’s  at  his  command, 

For  he’s  a  great  philofophcr  : 

That  to  each  fecret  he  no  bars 
E’er  finds  but  can  unlock  it, 

And  conjure  down  the  moon  and  Aars, 

And  put  them  in  his  pocket: 

But  when  you’ve  caught  him  where’s  the  prize 
So  mighty  to  the  getter  ? 

For  fartin  he  can  make  us  wife, 

But  can  he  make  us  better  ? 

My  lady  there,  becaufe  file’s  drefs’d 
hi  lappets,  frils,  and  flounces, 

See  how  with  pride  her  flutt’ring  breaft 
Throbs,  heave?,  and  jumps,  and  bounces. 
And  then  his  faid  they  makes  a  face, 

New  fpick  and  fpan  each  feature, 

As  if  they  thought  that  a  difgrace 
That’s  ready  made  by  nature. 

The  money  for  a  head  fo  high, 

Such  fcohops  and  fuch  carving. 

Would  keep  an  hone  A  family 

A  month  or  more  from  Aarving. 

As  for  the  dodlors  and  their  pill, 

Odds  waunds  I  can't  endure  them, 

For  faitin  they  their  patients  kill 
More  oftener  than  they  cure  them. 

And  as  for  maAer  poet  here, 

Who  writes  for  fame  and  glory, 

I  th  nl.s  as  he’s  a  little  queer 
Poor  foul  in  the  upper  Aory. 

I’ve  yet  another  wipe  to  fpare, 

For  wounds  I’ll  give  no  quarter, 
r  Next  time  you’d  find  a  fool,  take  care 
You  do  not  catch  a  taratr. 

EALLAD - IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


TO  look  upon  dref  ,  upon  {hew,  upon  biith, 
As  the  nobleA  diiti action  of  life, 

On  riches  as  all  that  give  p  eafurc  on  earth, 
Andti  at  only  cuie  i’orrew  and  Arife; 
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And  though  to  thefe  maxims  one  might  fay  qwi  bon, 
Yet  this  is  the  life  of  a  lady  of  ton. 

Stale  virtue  and  vice  to  erafe  from  their  lift, 

Thofe  of  life  make  a  pitiful  part, 

Things  certainly  in  people’s  mouths  that  exift, 

But  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  heart : 

To  maxims  like  thefe  one  may  well  fay  qitoi  bon. 

Yet  this  is  the  life  of  a  lady  of  ton. 

Upon  prudence  as  vulgar,  and  honefiy  low, 

On  each  man  of  merit  a  brute, 

As  an  angel  an  ape,  or,  his  all  one,  a  beau, 

Dreft  out  in  an  elegant  fuit  ; 

To  maxims  like  thefe  one  may  well  fay  hmi  bon. 

Yet  this  is  the  life  of  a  lady  of  ton. 

To  be  fliort — in  a  church  as  the  befl  place  to  make 
Appointments,  or  charms  to  difplay. 

And  the  time  mod:  commode  of  all  others  to  take 
On  Sunday  for  cheating  at  play: 

Thefe  maxims  ’tis  certain  ne font  pas  irop  bon , 

Yet  this  is  the  life  ©f  a  lady  of  ton. 


BALLAD— IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


I  WAS,  d'ye  fee,  a  waterman, 

As  tight  and  fpruce  as  any, 

T  wixt  Richmond  town 
And  Horfley  down 
I  earn’d  an  honeft  penny  : 

None  could  of  fortune’s  favours  brag 
More  than  could  lucky  f, 

My  cot  was  fnugr  well  fill’d  my  cag, 

Mv  grunter  in  the  fly  : 

With  wherry  tight 
And  bofom  light 
I  cheerfully  did  row, 

And,  to  complete  this  princely  life, 
Sure  never  man  had  friend  and  wife 
Like  my  Poll  and  my  partner  Joe. 

[  roll’d  in  joys  like  thefe  awhile, 
Folks  far  and  near  carrels’d  me. 

Till,  woe  is  me, 

So  lubberly 

The  prefs-gang  came  and  prefs’d  me  : 
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How  could  I  all  thefe  pleafures  leave1  ? 

How  with  my  wherry  part  ? 

I  never  fo  took  on  to  grieve, 

It  wrung  my  very  heart. 

But  when  on  board 
They  ga\  e  the  word, 

To  foreign  parts  to  go, 

I  ru’d  the  moment  I  was  born, 

That  ever  I  fliould  thus  be  torn 
From  my  Poll  and  my  partner  Joe. 

1  did  my  duty  manfully 
While  on  the  billon  s  rolling, 

And,  night  or  dav, 

Could  find  my  way 
Blindfold  to  the  main-top  bowling  : 
Thus  all  the  dangers  of  the  main, 
Quickfands  and  gales  of  wind, 

I  brav’d,  in  hopes  to  tafte  again 
The  joys  l  left  behind  : 

In  climes  afar, 

The  hotel!  w’ar, 

Pour’d  broadfides  on  the  foe, 

In  hopes  thefe  perils  to  relate, 

.  As  by  my  fide  attentive  fate, 

My  Poil  and  my  partner  Joe. 

At  lad  it  pleaf’d  his  majedy 
To  give  peace  to  the  nation, 

And  honed:  hearts 
From  foreign  parts, 

Came  home  for  confolation  : 

Like  lightning — for  1  felt  new  life, 

Now  fafe  from  all  alarms — 

I  ruih’d,  and  found  my  fricijd  and  wife, 
lock’d  in  each  other’s  arms  ! 

Yet  fancy  wot 
I  bore  my  lot 

Tame  like  a  lubber  : — No  ; 

For  feeing  I  was  finely  trick’d. 

Plump  to  the  devil  1  fairly  kick’d 
My  Poll  awd  my  partner  Joe. 
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COTCHELIN  fat  all  alone, 

E)evil  a  foul  befide  her, 

"V\  hiie  from  1  addy,  who  was  gene,' 

^ Oceans  did  divide  her  ; 

Kis  pipes,  which  filed  been  ufed  to  hear, 
Carelefs  left  behind  him, 

She  thought  dic’d  try,  her  woes  to  cheer, 
Tj]i  once  again  die’d  find  him. 

Twill  not  do,  you  loodle  loo, 

Arrah  now  be  aefy, 

Tad  was  born  with  grief  to  make 
Cotchelin  run  crazv. 

J 

She  takes  them  up,  and  lays  them  down, 

And  now  her  bofom’s  panting,  * 

And  now  die’d  figh,  and  now  fhe’d  frown, 
Caze  why  ?  dere’s  fomething  wanting  : 

And  now  die  plays  the  pipes  again, 

The  pipes  of  her  dear  Taddy, 

And  makes  them  tune  his  favourite  drain, 
Arrah  be  aefy  Paddy. 

Ah  ’twill  not  do,  you  loodle  loo, 

Arrah  now  be  aefy, 

Tad  was  born  with  grief  to  make 
Cotchelin  run  crazy. 

daddy  from  behind  a  bud). 

Where  he’d  long  been  lidening, 

Now  like  lightening  forth  did  rufh, 

His  eyes  with  with  plead  re  glifleiiing* 
Snatching  up  his  pipes,  he  play’d, 

Pouring  out  his  pleafure, 

While  half  delighted,  half  afraid, 

Pat  the  time  did  meafure  : 

AIi  well  will  do  this  loodle  loo, 

Arrah  now  he  aefy, 

Tad  was  born  with  joy  to  make 
Cotchelin  run  crazy, 
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BALLAD  —  IN  THE  ODDITIES. 

HERE,  a  dieer  hulk,  lies  poor  Tom  Bowling  v 
The  darling  of  our  crew, 
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No  moie  lie’ll  hear  the  temped  howling, 

For  death  has  broach’d  him  too  : 

His  form  was  of  the  manlied  beauty, 

His  heart  was  kind  and  foft, 

Faithful  below  he  did  his  duty, 

And  now  he’s  gone  aloft. 

Tom  never  from  his  Avord  departed, 

His  virtues  were  fo  rare, 

His  friends  were  many,  and  true-hearted, 
His  Poll  was  kind  and  fair  : 

And  then  he’d  ling  fo  blithe  and  jolly, 

Ah  many’s  the  time  and  oft ! 

But  mirth  is  turn’d  to  melancholy, 

For  Tom  is  gone  aloft. 

Yet  fhaU  poor  Tom  find  pleafant  weather, 
When  he  who  all  commands 

Shall  give,  to  call  life’s  crew  together, 

The  word  to  pipe  all  hands. 

Thus  death,  who  kings  and  tars  difpatches, 
In  vain  Tom’s  life  had  doff’d; 

For  though  his  body’s  under  hatches, 

His  foul  is  gone  aloft. 


.  \ 

BALLAD - IN  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS. 


THE  dorm  had  ceas’d,  the  veffel,  driving, 
Lay  on  the  frightful  breakers,  torn, 

When  the  drown’d  crew  fcarcely  furviving, 
Jack  pin’d  his  dediny  forlorn  ; 

Where  are  thofe  friends  whom  late  I  cherifli’d, 
That  manly,  noble,  honed  band, 

Ah  do  I  live,  my  meffmates  perifh’d, 

To  wail  them  in  a  foreign  land. 

Where  is  my  love,  my  charming  Kitty, 

Alas  unmindful  of  my  grief, 

To  others  woes  die  gives  her  pity, 

Nor  thinks  her  Jack  mod  wants  relief. 

But  fee  what  numbers  curious  thronging, 

To  view  our  mis’ry,  crowd  the  brand  ! 

Hard  fate’s  perhaps  my  life  prolonging, 

For  murder  in  a  foreign  land. 
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But  do  my  flatt’ring  eyes  deceive  me, 

Or,  if  they  do,  what  out-flretch’d  arms 
Are  thefc  thus  tender’d  to  relieve  me  ? 

Tjs  file,  ’tis  (lie,  in  all  her  charms. 

My  faith  and  truth,  to  fo  much  beauty. 

Fate  to  reward  with  partial  hand, 

1  his  pattern  fends  of  love  and  duty, 

1  o  fave  me  in  a  foreign  land. 

BALLAD - IN  THE  WHIM  OF  THE  MOMENT. 


T  vow  I  thought  you,  at  firfl  fight, 

A  moppet,  a  baboon,  a  fright, 

Or  fome  hobgoblin  of  the  night. 

That  guilty  creatures  waken  : 

Withnofe  and  chin  like  ram’s  horns  curl’d, 
And  brows  in  furrowed  wrinkles  furl’d, 
Well,  ’tis  amazing  in  this  world, 

Flow  one  may  be  miftaken. 

.For  now  J  fee,  with  half  an  eye, 

You  are  not  old,  nor  made  awry, 

Nor  do  tour  fliambling  trotters  ply, 

As  if  by  palfy  fhaken  : 

You’re  young  as  Ganemede  and  fair, 
Narcihus  had  not  fuch  an  air, 

Well,  ’tis  amazing  I  declare, 

How  one  may  be  miftaken. 

BALLAD. 


ONCE  on  a  time  to  mighty  Jove, 
Complaints  came  from  afar, 

From  men  of  unfuccefsful  love, 
Mifcarriagcs  in  war : 

In  law  the  want  of  equity. 

Of  mirth  at  city  feafts, 

Of  pathos  in  their  poetry,  > 

And  of  good  works  in  priefb. 

So  loud  and  clam’rous  were  thcfe  clods, 
That  Jove,  ne’er  left  at  reft, 
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Conven’d  a  fynod  of  the  gods, 

And  Bacchus  ’mongft  the  reft  ; 

He,  merry  wag,  knew  what  on  earth 
Thus  caufed  them  to  repine, 

And  inftant  fent  them  genuine  mirth, 

Calk’d  up  in  tons  of  wine. 

The  lover  drank  and  eas’d  his  care, 

Heroes  grew  high  in  fame, 

A  comely  paunch  mark’d  each  Lord  Mayor 
And  lawyers  juft  became. 

Bards  fung  divine,  priefts  put  up  prayers, 

For  fuch  a  bleffiflg  given, 

And  Bacchus  to  this  day  declares. 

There’s  no  fuch  drink  in  heaven. 


BALLAD. 


WHEN  Iaftin  the  Dreadful  your  honour  fet  fail, 

On  Newfoundland  hanks,  there  came  on  a  hard  gale, 

There  was  thunder,  red  lightening,  and  cold  Xvhiftling  hail, 
Enough  the  old  gtmman  to  fcare  ; 

One  who  threaten’d  your  life,  daflTd  below  by  a  wave, 
Your  own  hand  I  faw  fnatch’d  from  a  watery  grave  ; 

And  you  laid  ’twas  well  done,  for  that  ftill  with  the  hr 
The  nobleft  of  glory’s  tofpare. 

When  yard  arm  and  yard  arm  long  fide  of  a  foe, 

When  the  blood  from  the  feuppers  rain’d  on  us  below, 
When  crippled  enough  to  be  taken  in  tow, 

To  ftnkc  \vc  faw  Mounfeeur  prepare  : 

If  a  broad  fide  below,  or  a  volley  above, 

The  men  were  ready  to  give  her  for  love, 

How  oft  has  your  honour  cry’d  not  a  hand  move, 

A  hero’s  true  glory’s  to  lpare. 

<«*>  <?»>  ••<><.  ..->«* 
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FAR  from  ftrife  and  loves  alarms, 

With  joyous  heart,  and  mind  at  cafe. 
Time  was  when  reiiftlefs  charms, 
Bacchus  knew  the  way  to  pi  cafe. 
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When  white  the  merry  glee  went  round, 

Gaily  i  law  each  minute  pafs, 

Kor  ever  had  I  heard  a  found 

Like  tfie  Aveet  tinkling  of  the  glafs. 

My  halk  now  broke,  and  fpilt  my  wine, 
for  Cupid  Bacchus’ joys  I  quit, 

Ti>e  myrtle  kids  the  blighted  vine, 

And  love,  turn’d  Fate,  cries  out  fubmit. 

<a>gs. 
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I  WLN  i  to  lea  with  heavy  heart, 

Of  her  I  lov’d  the  fcorn, 

Yet  fiom  my  thoughts  did  ne’er  depart 
Her  image,  night  or  morn  : 

Storms  lour'd,  waves  roll’d,  and  lightning  hew 
Yet  did  I  wifh  to  live, 
cl  U  willing,  for  my  poor  heart  was  true, 

To  forget  and  to  forgive. 

i  he  fir  ft  word,  when  on  Englifh  ground, 

I  fpoke  was  lier  falfe  name, 

And  foon  upon  enquiry  found 
— For  f caudal  flies — her  iliame  : 

She  lov  d  a  youth  before  the  wind, 

Who  cut  and  let  her  drive  ; 

Avail,  cried  I,  ’twere  now  too  kind, 

I  o  forget  and  to  forgive. 

While,  of  thefe  thoughts  my  mind  was  full, 
While  ad verfe. hopes  and  fear?, 

Like  winds  did  this  and  that  way  pull, 

She  came  to  me  in  tears  : 

Down  went  my  colours,  and  I  fwore 
For  her  alone  Fd  Jive, 

Kifs’d  her,  and  promis’d  o’er  and  o’er, 

To  forget  and  to  forgive. 


BALLAD. 

/ 


THE  boatfivain  calls,  the  wind  is  fair, 
'Fhe  anchor  heaving, 
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Our  fweethearts  leaving, 

We  to  duty  mud  repair, 

Where  our  ftations  well  we  know  : 

Caft  off  halliards  from  the  cleets, 

Stand  by  well,  clear  all  the  fheets  ; 

Come  my  boys, 

Your  handfpikes  poife, 

And  give  one  general  huzza  : 

Yet  fighing  as  you  pull  away, 

For  the  tears  afhore  that  flow, 

To  the  windlafs  let  us  go, 

W ith  yo  heave  ho  ! 

The  anchor  coming  now  apeak, 

Left  the  ihip,  driving, 

Be  on  it  driving, 

That  we  the  tap’ring  yards  mud  fcek, 

And  back  the  foretop-fail  well  we  know  ; 
Apleafing  duty  !  from  aloft 
We  family  fee  thofe  charms  were  oft, 

When  returning. 

With  palhon  burning, 

We  fondly  gaze,  thole  eyes  thatfeem 
In  parting  with  big  tears  to  ftream  ; 

But  come,  left  ours  as  faft  fhould  flow, 

To  the  windlafs  once  more  go, 

YV  ith  yo  heave  ho  ! 

Now  the  fliip  is  under  weigh, 

The  breeze  l'o  willing, 

The  canvafs  filling, 

The  preft  triangle  cracks  the  flay, 

So  taught  to  haul  the  fhcct  we  know  : 
And  now  in  trim  we  gaily  fail, 

The  maffy  beam  receives  the  gale, 

While  freed  from  duty 
To  his  beauty, 

Left  on  the  lefs’ning  lliore  af-ir, 

A  fervent  figh  heaves  evefy  tar, 

To  thank  thole  tears  from  him  that  flow, 
That  from  his  true  love  he  fhould  go, 
With  yo  heave  ho  ! 
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BALLAD - IN  THE  LONG  ODDS. 


^  AND  did  you  hear  what  fad  difafter, 
boor  Peg  of  Mapledown  befel, 

(  f°r  'ov’e  that  (touted:  hearts  can  mafter, 
Alas  !  that  thofs  who  love  fo  well, 

In  furrow’s  train 
Should  mourn  in  vain  : 

Her  dory  does  fuch  grief  impel, 
lhat  woe  is  me  the  while  I  tell. 

She  lov’d  a  youth  of  honed  kindred  ; 

At  church  behold  the  happy  pair  ; 

And  afk  what  twas  their  biifs  that  hinder’d, 
For  he  was  young,  and  Hie  was  fair  : 

Accurs’d  be  wars., 

And  party  jars. 

Why  in  tiff  the  hancfome  danger  fhare : 
Alas  it  hi  Is  me  with  defpair. 

Onward  to  his  liege  lord’s  dwelling 
A  rebel  rout  had  cut  their  way; 

What  fL  ricks  enfued  !  and  what  a  yelling  ! 
For  he  a  true  man  mu  ft  away  ; 

He  fwOre  the  fight 
Would  end  ere  night, 

And  he’d  return  with  garlands  gav, 

Sweet  trophies  for  his  wedding  day. 

Night  came,  and  faw  the  youth  returning  ? 
Accurs’d  be  war’s  de  firm  Hive  knife  ; 

She  ran  to  ciafp,  with  pallion  burning, 

Her  wedded  lord — depriv  d  of  life  ! 

Oh  cruel  fpight, 

What  !  not  one  night, 

O  '  t 

Is  not  her  tale  with  miferv  rife  r 

a 

At  once  a  maiden  and  a  wife. 


BALLAD — in  the  Long  odds. 


A  Sailor,  -  and  an  honed  heart, 

Hike  fillip  and  helm,  are  ne’er  apart 
For,  how  fhould  one  flem  wind  and  tide 
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If  tother  fhould  refufe  to  guide  ? 

With  that  die  freely  cuts  the  waves. 

Andfothetar, 

When  clafhing  waves  around  him  jar, 

Coufults  his  heart  and  dangers  braves 
Where  duty  calls  ;  nor  afks  for  more 
Than  grog  aboard,  and  girl  afhore. 

’Tis  not  athoufand  leagues  from  home 
More  horrid  than  the  billows  foam  ? 

’Tis  not  that  gentler  is  the  breeze 
In  channel  than  in  diftantfeas  ; 

Danger  furrounds  him  far  and  near  : 

But  honed  tar, 

Though  winds  and  water  round  him  jar, 

Confults  his  heart  and  fcorns  to  fear, 

The  rifks  he  runs  endears  him  more 
To  grog  aboard,  and  girl  afhore. 

JTis  not  that  in  the  hotted  fight 
The  murd’rous  ball  will  fooner  light 
On  that  than  any  other  fpot, 

To  face  the  cannon  is  his  lot  ; 

He  mud  of  danger  have  his  fhare  : 

But  honed  tar, 

Though  fire,  and  winds,  and  water  jar, 

Confults  his  heart,  and  fhakes  off  care  : 

,  And  when  the  battle’s  heat  is  o’er, 

In  grog  aboard,  drinks  girl  adiorc. 

<s?> 

Bx\LLAD  —  IN  HARVEST  HOME. 


WOUNDS,  here’s  fuch  a  coil  !  I  am  none  of  your  poor 
Petty  varlets,  who  flatter,  and  cringe,  and  procure  ; 

’m  a  freeman,  a  nabob,  a  king  on  his  throne, 

H"or  I’ve  chatties,  and  goods,  and  drong  beer  of  my  own  ; 
^elides,  ’tis  a  rule  that  good  fellows  ne’er  fail 
ro  let  any  thing  wait  but  the  generous  ale. 

ffv  intereft  I  love  ;  thee  I  love  too,  good  wife, 

3ut  dill  Hove  better  a  jovial  life  : 

Vnd  for  thee,  or  my  lady,  with  duty  devout 

’ii  run  to  Old  Nick,  when  the  dobbin’s  drank  out, 

K  a 
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But  5tis  always  a  rule  that  good  fellows  ne’er  fail 
To  let  any  thing  wait,  but  the  generous  ale. 


SONG  —  IN  HARVEST  HOME. 


A.Yv  AY  ,  pale  fear  and  ghaflly  terror  ! 

T’iy 7  at  a  parent’s  voice  away  ! 
CoiT.shu'g  every  yt.uthfuJ  error, 

She  deigns  to  f  id,  and  1  obey  : 

And  Oh,  my  heart  !  thou  i?  lunuu’d  tfeafon, 
Perturb'd  and  "frighten’d  thus,  to  move  ; 
This  iacrifice  I  make  to  reafor., 

Lie  ftill,  poor  flutt'rer,  am;  approve  ! 


BALLAD  — IN  THE  ISLANDERS. 


TRULY  friend  Gil  thou  chooAfi  well, 
'baiting  a  helpmate  homely, 

For  often  limes  fad  tales  they  tell, 

Of  wives  who  are  too  comely  : 

But  cheer  liiee'Perez,  and  be  gay, 
Ihotn  furnifh’d  brows  exempted, 

For  how  can  Ihc  e’er  go  a  dray 
Who  never  will  be  tempted. 

For  thieves  do  never  rob  the  poor, 

A  pebble’s  not  a  jewel, 

Fruits  do  not  bloJTom  on  a  moor, 
i  re  bums  not  without  fuel 
Up  with  thy  heart  then  Gil,  be  gay, 
From  furnifhed  brows  exempted, 
Thy  wife  can  never  go  aftray, 

For  ihe  will  ne’er  be  tempted. 


•* 


BALL/AD—  IN  THE  ISLANDERS. 


All  let  not  an  inftant  of  life  pafs  in  vain, 

I  he  moments  efcape  us,  and  age  brings  on  pain, 
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Life’s  too  precious  to  fugitive  joy,  ^ 

The  flowers  which  yeflerday  zephyr  dtloo  Cd, 

Droop’d  their  heads  on  their  ftalks  before  Pneebus  repos 
Thus  one  tingle  day  ferves  to  form  and  deftroy. 

Then  think  not  of  ought  but  the  moment  that  flies, 
To  leayn  to  be  happy’s  to  learn  to  be  wile, 

Seize  pleafure  while  pleafurc’s  our  own, 

Fear  nothing,  thou’rt  mine,  ’tis  allotted  above, 

Chance  but  obeyed  Fate,  and  bleft  with  thy  love, 

I  envy  no  king  on  his  throne. 


’d, 


BALLAD - IN  THE  ISLANDERS. 


THIS  life’s  a  days  journey,  we  rife  in  the  morn, 

The  fun,  trees,  and  flowers,  our  profpeft  adorn, 

When,  perhaps,  we  have  fcarcely  been  fct  out  an  hour, 

But  flap  we’re  o’ertaken  and  fouftd  in  a  fliowcr  : 

To  {belter  then  quickly,  and  fee  now  ’tis  o’er, 

And  in  pretty  good  fpirit  we  fet  out  once  more, 

Now  up  hill,  now  down,  now  even,  and  now 

We  are  cover’d  with  dull:,  and  now  popp’d  in  a  flough. 

Thus  we  jog  on  till  dinner,  now'  wet  and  now  diy, 

And  now  we’ve  alow’nng,  and  now  a  clear  iky, 

With  the  fire,  the  good  landlord,  the  wine,  and  the  cheer, 
Now  refrefh’d  we  fet  forward  to  end  our  career  : 

But  the  roads  are  uneven,  we  trip,  are  bemired, 

And  jolted,  and  jollied,  and  tumbled,  and  tired, 

Yet  we  keep  a  good  heart,  and  our  fpirits  are  light. 

In  hopes  we  fliall  meet  with  a  good  inn  at  night. 


BALLAD. 


FORGIVE  me  if  thus  I  prefuming 
Come  hither  your  heart  to  furprife, 
Smile,  fmile,  and  my  hopes  rc-illumine  : 

Buc  my  pardon  I  read  in  your  eyes  : 
No  impoftor  the  paflion  I  own  is, 

And  heaven  what  delight  could  I  be 
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As  truly  to  you  an  Adonis, 

As  you  are  a  Venus  to  me. 

The  gods  who  fo  often  delighted 

In  borrow  d  forms,  fome  fair  nymph  to 
Alight  confefs  they  were  never  excited 
By  an  objedt  fo  charming  as  you. 

No  impoftor,  &c, 


BALLAD. 


OUR  Jupiter  has  near  his  throne, 

Two  veffels  which  he  fills, 

The  one  with  benefits  alone, 

The  other  crams  with  ills  : 

From  the  good  veflel,  health,  content, 
Plenty  and  blifs  he  gives, 

While  from  the  evil  forth  are  fent 
Gout,  ftone,  and  fcolding  wives. 

Thus  to  mankind  with  heedful  care, 

In  juft  proportion  weigh’d, 

The  lot  to  each,  each  heft  can  bear, 

By  Jove’s  decree  convey’d  : 

Unlefs  h  is  patience  when  to  rub, 

Juno  the  devil  drives, 

Then  headlong  from  the  left  hand  tub, 
Go  troops  ol  fcolding  wives. 

Oft  his  complaint  on  me  like  air, 

From  men  Bill  paffed  away, 

Till  that  fame  type  of  Juno  there 
Let  loofe  her  tongue  to-day  : 

But  now  entreating  Jove  I’ll  go, 

To  chequer  not  their  lives 
With  any  other  fpot  of  woe, 

Who’re  plagu’d  with  fcolding  wives. 

BALLAD —  IN  THE  ODDITIES. 


CELTA’s  an  angel,  by  her  face 
The  rofe  and  lily’s  lhamed, 


The  trefles  of  1  eve’s  queen,  for  grace, 
With  her’s  can  ne’er  be  named  : 

The  gods,  cried  one,  that  face  with  care 
Formed  in  their  bed  of  humours, 
What  pity  ’tis  both  face  and  hair 
Were  bought  at  the  perfumer’s. 

Celia  has  fworn  to  love  till  death  ; 

For  words  fo  full  of  blifs, 

I  coukl  have  long’d,  but  for  her  breath, 
To  ileal  an  ardent  kifg  : 

Rapture  itfelf  is  poor  and  cold, 

To  joy  that  fhe  difeovers, 

What  pity  flic  the  fame  has  told 
To  fifty  other  lovers. 

Celia  is  young,  behold  her  mien, 

Alert  from  top  to  toe, 

My  aunt,  fays  fhe,  was  jud  fifteen 
Some  thirty  years  ago  : 

Thus  youth  and  beauty’s  bed  delights 
Sweet  Celia  are  adorning, 

For  fhe  a  Venus  is  at  nights, 

Alybil  in  tiie  morning. 

••  ■<  *•»  <SE$> 

BALLAD. 


THE  wind  blew  hard,  the  fea  ran  high, 
The  dingy  fcuu  dru  /e  crois  the  iky, 

All  was  fafe  lathed,  the  bowl  was  f!  •  ig 

.  i  thu^  Ned  Haujyard  lung  : 

A  labor h  life’s  the  iife  for  me, 

Hu  t  <03  his  duty  t  lerrily,  • 

If  winds  can  wbidh ,  •  ,  •  can  ling  ; 

Still  faithful  to  his  Irieu  ;  and  king, 

He  gets  belov’d  by  all  the  ihip, 

And  toads  his  girl,  and  drinks  his  dip. 

Town  topfails  boys,  the  gale  comes  on, 

To  Drike  top-gal. ant  yards  they  lun, 
And  now  to  hand  the  fail  prepar’d, 
iNed  cheerful  lings  upon  the  yard  : 

A  failor’s  life,  See. 


..  9  L.&S  ' 


I 


I 


Ilf)  dibdin’s  selected  songs. 

A  leak,  a  leak  .'—come  lads  be  bold, 

7  here’s  five  foot  water  in  the  hold, 

Eager  on  deck  fee  Haulyard  jump. 

And  hark  while  working  at  the  pump  : 


A  faiior’s  life,  &c 


And  fee  !  the  vefiel  nought  can  fave, 
She  (hikes  and  finds  a  watYy  grave 

Yet  Ned  preferved,  with  a  few  more, 
Sings  as  he  treads  a  foreign  fhore  : 

A  faiior’s  life,  &c. 

And  now — unnumbered  perils  pah, 
On  land  as  well  as  fea — at  la  ft 

In  tatters  to  his  Poll  and  home 
See^honeft  Haulyard  fingingcome  : 

A  faiior’s  life,  &c. 

Yet  for  poor  Haulyard  what  difgrace, 
Poll  fvvears  fhe  never  faw  his  face  : 

He  damns  her  for  a  faithlefs  fhe, 

And  finging  goes  again  to  fea  : 

/  A  faiior’s  life,  &c. 


WELCH  BALLAD 


I  PB.AY  you  when  your  fweetheart  pouts, 
And  fleers,  and  flouts, 

And  glours,  and  glouts, 

Ne’er  mind  the  purling  of  her  prow, 

But  pout  again  1  pray  you  now  : 

Is  it  not  true  that  females  for, 

Plague,  and  perplex 
The  other  fex, 

With  whimfies  in  their  heads  that  grow, 

And  families  I  pray  you  now  ? 

Rack  poor  men’s  powels,  prains,  and  hearts, 
Do  not  their  arts, 

And  whims,  and  harts, 

Blue  tifiles  in  their  heads  that  crow, 

And  jealoufies  I  pray  you  now  ? 

Then  mind  not  nonfenie  oi  the  iair, 

Put  change  your  air, 

And  (hake  olT  care 
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Nor  to  their  tricks  and  fancies  pow, 
But  let  them  ko  1  pray  you  now. 


ballad. 


Ir ,  my  hearty,  you  d  not  like  a  lubber  appear, 

You  muft  very  well  know  how  to  hand,  reef,  and  fleer, 

Yet  a  better  manoeuvre  ’mongd  feamen  is  found, 

’Tis  the  tight  little  maxim  to  know  how  to  found  .• 

Which  a  bailor  can  tell  from  a  bay  to  a  fhoal, 
but  the  bed  fort  of  founding  is  founding  the  bowl, 

I  ve  founded  at  land,  and  I’ve  founded  at  fea, 

I've  founded  a-weather,  and  founded  a  lee, 

I’ve  founded  myquine,  at  the  randivoo  houfe, 

And  I  ve  founded  my  purfe  without  finding  a  foufe  : 

What  then,  we’ve  a  brother  in  each  honed  foul, 

And  bailors  can  ne’er  want  for  founding  the  bowl 

All  men  try  for  foundings  wherever  they  fleer 
Your  nabobs  for  foundings  drive  hard  in  Cape*  Clear 
And  there  is  not  a  foul  from  the  Devil  to  the  Pope  * 

Inat  could  live  but  for  the  founding  the  Cape  *of  Good 
Hope  : 

No  fear  then  nor  danger  our  hearts  fhall  controul, 
x  hough  at  fea,  we’re  in  foundings  while  founding  the  blow. 

<«>  —o.~ 

ballad. 


IN  which  of  all  thy  various  jars, 

The  tongue  of  fame  that  fo  employs, 

Didft  thou  bed  tafte,  fay  mighty  jove, 

The  pure,  unmix’d  delights  of  love  ? 

Not  with  Europa  there  rccourfe 
Thou  boldly  had’d  to  brutal  force  ; 

Her  willies  took  with  thee  no  part* 

She  gave  her  perfon,  not  her  heart* 

Not  with  the  beauteous  Theban  dame, 
Wnen  thou  a  flu  me  deft  her  hufSand’s  name 
f  or,  though  ingenious  was  the  whim, 
oile  kne'v  not  thee,  but  thought  of  him: 
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Not  then  when  in  a  glitt’ring  lh©wer 
Thou  viiit’fl  Danae  in  the  tower  : 

'fhe  gold  prevail’d  7tis  true,  and  Hie 
Yielded  to  intereft,  not  to  thee. 

Nor  Semele,  whom  to  obey 
Thou  earn’d  in  terrible  array, 

She,  proud  one,  yielded  not  to  love, 

But  to  ambition,  and  to  Jove  : 

No  ;  divas  Menofyne,  fweet  fair, 

Thy  joys,  indeed,  were  perfect  there  , 
jovs  hadit  thou  not,  no  bard  had  lung, 

For  thence  the  immortal  filters  fprung. 


BALLAD. 


LIKE  a  very  gallant  will  I  compliment  all : 

I  mull  leer  and  ogle  the  pretty, 

Tell  the  iliort  ones  they’re  neat,  and  majeftic  the  tall, 
And  call  all  the  homely  on:s  witty. 

Thus  agreeable  falfehood  Rill  palling  for  truth, 

I  final  1  tickle  their  vanity  fnugiy, 

Talk  of  prudence  to  age,  and  of  pleafure  to  youth, 

And  conlole  with  a  fortune  the  ugly. 

To  the  pa’e  I’ll  on  delicate  Tillies  begin, 

To  the  florid  I’d  hold  forth  on  roles, 

Call  fquinting  a  leer,  And  a  fmile  in  a  grin, 

And  proportion  where  chins  kifs  with  nofes  : 

Thus  agreeable  falfehood  ftill  palling  for  truth, 

I’ll  their  vanity  tickle  fo  fnugiy, 

That  I'll  pleafe  tall  and  fhort,  fat  and  lean,  age  and 
youth, 

And  reconcile  even  the  ugly. 

BALLAD. 


1 F  tars  of  their  money  are  lavifli, 

I  fay  brother  take  this  wipe  from  me, 

5  fis  hecaufe  we’re  not  muck  worms,  nor  flavifh, 
Like  lubbers  who  ne’er  go  to  fea. 
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What’s  cunning,  and  fuch  quivication. 

And  them  fly  manoeuvres  to  we. 

To  be  rougifh  is  no  valuation 

To  hearties  whcvplough  the  fait  fea. 

As  for  cheating — light  weights,  and  fhort  meafures. 
And  corruption,  and  bribery  d’ye  fee, 

Thefe  never  embitter  the  pleafures, 

Of  good  fellows  who  plough  the  fait  fea  ; 

You’ve  afhorc  actions,  writs,  ceflerarics, 

And  a  regiment  of  counfel  to  fee, 

Jack  knows  not  of  fuch  like  vagaries — 

We  never  trud  lawyers  at  fea. 

’Tisfaid  that  with  grog  and  our  lades, 

Becaufe  jolly  failors  are  free, 

That  money  we  fquander  like  ailes. 

Which  like  liorfes  we  earn’d  when  at  fea  : 

But  let  them  fay  this,  that,  or  t other. 

In  one  thing  they’re  forc’d  to  agree, 

Honed  hearts  find  a  friend  and  a  brother 
In  each  worthy  that  ploughs  the  fait  fea. 


\\  OULD  yc  know  where  freedom  dwells^ 
Where  jovial  hearts  caroufeand  fing, 

Haunt  tliefe  grots,  explore  thefe  cctls, 

Here  every  fubjecSt  is  a  king  ! 

Sprightly  mirth  inhabits  here, 

And  joy  that  knows  no  lidlefs  paufe  ; 
for  how  fliould  we  dull  forrow  fear, 

V*  ho  fquare  our  lives  by  pleafure’s  laws  ? 
What  s  fortune  — is  it  chance  or  worth  ? 
Pcafant  and  prince  their  race  mud  run— 
Nor  is  there  that  poor  fpot  on  earth 
But’s  clieridi’d  by  the  genial  fun. 

•*■<  <5«B>  <s><ss, 
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aN  infant  defenceiefs,  of  luccour  bereft, 
On  this  rude  barren  wild  was  I  thrown, 
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My  foie  ray  of  comfort  I  had  not  been  left, 

To  brood  o  er  rnyforrow’s  alone  : 

To  fee  cataracts  falling,  and  hear  lions  roar, 

Or  the  awful  loud  war  in  the  deep, 

Is  the  late  poor  I1  lametta  was  born  to  deplore, 
v*  Inch  file  oft  would  wifh  kinder,  and  weep. 

Io  all  this  ailemblage  of  horrors  enured, 

What  yet  greater  ills  could  one  prove, 

Could  one  think  f©r  a  heart  which  had  fo  much  en¬ 
dured, 

Fate  up  a  torment  like  love. 

’Tis  too  much,  I’ve  decided,  and  who  fhafl  relate 
When  her  and  her  miferies  fleep, 

The  tale  of  Flametta,  will  fure  wifh  her  fate, 

Poor  wretch,  had  been  kinder,  and  weep. 
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■DEVOTED  to  Celia,  and  blefi  in  her  arms. 

How  I  thrill’d  with  delights  as  I  ran  o’er  her  charms, 

When  mt  thought  on  each  grace  as  I  gaz’cl  with  furprize, 

Tor  pre  eminence  pleaded  her  mouth  and  her  eyes  : 

Like  counfel  this  open’d,  and  t’other  replied, 

Appealing  to  me  as  the  judge  to  decide. 

tier  mouth  opening  fwee'ly,  thus  faid  with  a  fmile, 
i  ’Tis  l  who  the  torments  of  lovers  beguile  ; 
t  I  can  fpeak,  I  can  ling,  I  can  vent  the  fond  figh, 

«.  And  vain  may  eyes  promife,  if  i  liiould  deny  : 

<  Then  while  rows  or  pearls  vermeil  lipsfweetlv  hide, 
t  On  our  different  charms  ’twere  not  hard  to  decide.’ 

With  ineffable  fweetnefs,  while  looking  me  through, 

Her  eyes  carelefs  cried — ‘  Why  I  can  fpeak  too; 

‘  And  in  fuch  charming  language,  fo  made  to  controul, 

*  That  of  fenfible  lovers  it  goes  to  the  foul  : 

4  Mouths  may  fib,  but  while  eyes  to  the  heart  are  the  guide, 
‘  ’  Ewere  no  difficult  talk  on  our  charms  to  decide.’ 

Tranfported  with  rapture,  I  cried  with  an  oath, 
c  Charming  eyes,  charming  mouth,  I’m  in  love  with  you 
4  both  : 

‘  To  exprefs  your  fwcet  influence  no  language  has  terms, 

‘  One  makes  me  a  promife  which  t’other  confirms  : 
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Your  words  and  your  look'!  are  my  joy  and  my  pride. 
Oh  your  different  claims  then  how  can  1  decide 
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TO  a  flight  common  wound  it  is  feme  diminution, 
Diverting  its  throbbing,  tofmile  at  the  fmart. 

But  where’s  the  firm  mind  can  boaftfuch  refo.lutionj- 
On  the  face  to  wear  finiles  when  the  wound  is  in  the 
heart  ? 

The  wand’rings  and  errors  of  folly  are  treafon, 

And  iliould  be  condemn’d  as  dilloyal  to  love  : 

Bat  reverence  is  due  to  the  errors  of  reafon, 

Wnich,  though  they’re  a  weaknefs,  we’re  forc’d  to  ap¬ 
prove. 

Then  pray  ceafe  to  jefl  :  were  my  griefs  fuperficial, 
Unconcern’d,  like  yourfelf  Sir,  1  merry  might  be, 

But  fuch  cruel  jells  can  but  prove  prejudicial, 

And  though  paftime  to  you,  may  be  mortal  to  me: 

Yet  let  me  not  wrong  you  by  any  rude  mention, 

Or  word  that  the  fairnefs  of  candour  might  b  or, 

But  gratefully  juft,  may  alone  the  intention 
In  my  memory  be  cheriili’d,  iheadtion  forgot. 


BALLAD. 
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CURS’D  lie  the  fordid  wretch  of  yore, 

Who  from  the  bowels  of  the  earth, 

Firft  drew  crude  heaps  of  ihining  ore, 

Stamp’d  the  rude  mafs,  and  gave  it  worth 
Ere  yet  diftindtions  and  degrees 
In  lovers  withes  bore  a  part, 

Truly  to  love  was  then  to  pleafe, 

-  And  heart  was  made  the  price  of  heart. 

Henceforthyc  lovers  nothing  hope, 

Your  fire  is  deAd,  your  ardour  cold  : 

Love  has  no  influence,  pow’r  or  fcope, 

But  that  which  it  derives  from  gold  : 


1 


rib  din’s  SELECTED  songs. 

Long: you  may  bangtail},  long  expedt, 

V ( ) xv s  lavifli,  willies,  fighs  employ, 

A  brittle  temple  to  credt, 

Which  gold  can  in  an  hour  defiroy. 

BALLAD. 

PRO  PIT  IOUS  gods  that  rule  our  fate, 
r  4  Whole  cars  are  Hr’d  with  idle  prayers 
J  o  banilli  ills  that  men  create, 

Anci  chafe  imaginary  cares  : 

And  hrft  they  afky  in  rank  and  pow’r, 

^  A  fate  from  every  care  exempt  ? 

\  ain  hope  ! — ambition  lads  its  hour, 

I  hen  dwindles  into  Juft  contempt. 

Next  reputation  in  the  held, 

Renown,  and  to  be  great  in  dory, 

In  all  fuch  horrid  honours  yield, 

I\o  brother’s  blood  fliall  by  my  glory, 

A  fumptuons  pace,  georgeous  board, 

A  train  of  followers  next  they  crave  : 

Poor  fool  !  his  guests  retir’d,  the  lord 
Is  but  a  folitary  Have. 

Next  to  their  memories  they’d  eredf, 

A.  flattie,  lading  fame  to  give  : — 

I  a  Ik  but  realon,  and  expecd 
My  little  pleafures  while  1  live. 

Happy  in  honours,  power,  wealth, 

1T  you  but  grant  my  fond  defirc, 

A  blamelefs  heart,  unshaken  health, 

My  friends,  my  bottle,  and  my  lyre. 

V*# 
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SUCH  love  as  holy  hermits  bear, 

The  dirine  where  they  put  up  their  prayer, 
As  love  the  feather’d  race  the  air, 

Or  fportive  fifh  the  fea  : 

Such  as  in  breads  of  Seraphs  fpring, 

When  on  the  expanfe  of  heav’n  they  wing 
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To  greet  that  power  by  whom  they  fing, 
Such  love  I  bear  to  thee. 

Such  thankful  love  as  warm  mutt  glow 
In  thofe  who  funk  in  night  and  fnow, 

When  welcome  beams  firft  faintly  fhew 
The  long-loft  fun  they  fee. 

As  pleafuiewouth  comfort  the  old, 

Virtue  the  good,  or  fame  the  bold, 

As  health  the  Tick,  or  mifers  gold, 

Such  love  I  bear  to  thee. 

BALLAD. 


GIVE  round  the  word  difmount,  difmount, 
While  echoed  by  the  fprighrly  horn, 

The  toils  and  plealures  we  recount 
Of  this  fweet  health-infpiring  morn. 

’Twas  glorious  fport,  none  e'er  did  lag; 
Nor  drew  amifs,  nor  made  a  ftand, 

But  all  as  firmly  kept  their  pace, 

As  had  Acfteon  been  the  flag, 

And  we  had  hunted  by  command 
Of  the  goddefs  of  the  chace. 

The  hounds  were  out  and  fnuffed  the  air. 
And  fcarct  had  reach’d  th’  appointed  fpot. 
But  pleas’d  they  heard  a  layer,  a  layer, 
Andprefently  drew  on  the  dot. 

’Twas  glorious  fport,  &c. 

And  now  o’er  yonder  plain  he  fleets, 

The  deep-mouth’d  hounds  begin  to  bawl  : 
And  echo  note  for  note  repeats, 

While  fprightly  horns  refound  a  call. 

’Twas  glorious  fport,  &c. 

And  now  the  flag  has  loft  his  pace, 

And  while  war-haunch  the  buntfman  cries_, 
His  boforn  fwells,  tear#  wet  his  face, 

He  pants,  he  ftruggles,  and  he  dies, 

’Twas glorious  fport,  &c. 

I.  2 
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WOULD  you  hear  a  fad  dory  of  woe, 

That  tears  from  a  (lone  might  provoke, 

’Tis  concerning  a  tar  you  mud  know, 

As  honed:  as  e’er  bifcuit  broke  : 

His  name  was  Ben  Block,  of  all  men 

The  mod  true,  the  mod  kind,  the  mod  brave, 
But  harfh  treated  by  fortune,  for  Ben 
In  his  prime  found  a  watery  grave. 

His  place  no  one  ever  knew  more  : 

His  heart  was  all  kindnefs  and  love  : 

Though  on  duty  an  eagle  he'd  foar. 

His  nature  had  mod  of  the  dove  : 

He  lov’d  a  fair  maiden  named  Kate, 

His  father  to  intercd  a  Have, 

Sent  him  far  from  his  love  where  hard  fate 
Plunged  him  deep  in  a  watery  grave. 

A  curfe  on  all  flanderous  tongues, 

A  falfe  friend  his  mild  nature  abufed, 

And  fweet  Kate  of  the  viled  of  wrongs, 

To  poifon  Ben’s  pleafure  abufed  : 

That  (lie  never  had  truly  been  kind, 

That  falfe  were  the  tokens  die  gave, 

That  fhefcorn’d  him,  and  tv  idl’d  he  might  find, 
I11  the  ocean  a  watery  grave. 

Too  fure  from  this  cankerous  elf, 

The  venom  accomplifh’d  its  end  ; 

Ben,  all  truth  and  honour  himfeif, 

Sufpc&cd  no  fraud  in  his  friend  : 

On  the  yard,  while  jufpended  in  air, 

A  loofe  to  his  forrows  he  gave, 

Take  thy  with.,  he  cried,  lalfe  cruel  fair  , 

And  plung’d  in  a  watery  grave. 
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TO  afk  would  you  come  for  to  go 

How  a  true-hearted  tar  you  d  chfcem, 
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He’s  as  honeft  a  fellow  I’d  have  youto  know 
As  e’er  ftcpt  between  Item  and  (tern  : 

Let  furious  winds  the  veffel  waft, 

In  his  flation  amidfhips,  or  fore,  or  aft, 

He  can  pull  away, 

Caft  ofF,  belay, 

Aloft,  alow, 

Avail,  yo  ho  ! 

And  hand,  reef,  and  fleer, 

Know  each  halliard  and  jeer. 

And  of  duty  every  rig  ; 

But  his  joy  and  delight 
Is,  on  Saturday  night, 

A  drop  of  the  creature  to  fwig. 

The  firft  voyage  I  made  to  fea, 

One  day  as  I  hove  the  lead, 

The  main  top  gallant  mail  went  by  the  lec, 
For  it  blew  off  the  Devi  1  ’s  Head  ; 

Tumble  up  there,  bear  a  hand,  turn  to, 
While  I,  the  foremoft  of  the  crew, 

Soon  could  pull  away, 

Caft  off,  belay, 

Aloft,  alow, 

Avail,  yo  ho ! 

And  hand,  reef  and  fleer, 

Know  each  halliard  and  jeer, 

And  of  duty  every  rig  ; 

But  my  joy  and  delight  ; 

Was,  on  Saturday  night, 

A  drop  of  the  creature  to  fwig. 

There  was  Kit  with  a  caft  in  his  eye, 

And  Tom  with  the  timber  toe, 

And  fhambling  Will,  for  he  hobbled  awry, 
All  wounded  a  fighting  the  foe  : 

Three  lads  though  crazy  grown  and  crank, 
As  true  as  ever  bumbo  drank, 

For  they’d  pull  away, 

Caft  off,  belay, 

Aloft,  alow, 

Avail,  yo  ho  ! 

And  hand,  reef,  and  fleer, 

Know  each  halliard  and  jeer, 

And  of  duty  every  rig; 

And  their  joy  and  delight 
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Was,  on  Saturday  night, 

A  drop  of  the  creature  to  fwig. 

Then  over  life’s  fortune  I’ll  jog, 

Let  the  l>orm  or  the  Spaniards  come  on, 

So  but  fea  room  I  get,  and  a  dun  full  of  grog, 

I  fear  neither  devil  nor  don  : 

For  I’m  the  man  that’s  fpradl  and  daft. 

In  my  flation  amidfhips,  or  fore,  or  aft, 

I  can  pull  away. 

Call  off,  belay, 

Aloft,  alow, 

Avail,  yo  ho  ! 

And  hand,  reef,  and  freer. 

Know  each  halliard  and  jeer. 

And  of  duty  every  rig. 

But  my  joy  and  delight 
Is,  on  Saturday  night, 

A  drop  of  the  creature  to  fwig. 
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WE  bipeds,  made  up  of  frail  clay, 

Alas  are  the  children  of  forrow  ; 

And  though  brifk  and  merry  to-day, 

We  all  may  be  wretched  to-morrow  : 

For  fun fhi lie’s  fueceeded  by  rain, 

Then  fearful  of  life's  (lormv  weather, 

Left  pleafure  ihould  only  bring  pain. 

Let  us  all  be  happy  together. 

I  grant  the  beft  blcflings  we  know 

Is  a  friend,  for  true  fnendfhip’s  a  treafure^ 
And  yet,  left  your  friend  prove  a  foe, 

Oil  hafte  not  the  dangerous  pleafure  : 

Thus  friendlliip’s  a  him  fey  affair, 

Thus  riches  and  health  are  a  bubble, 

Thus  there’s  nothing  delightful  but  care, 

Nor  any  thing  pleating  but  trouble. 

If  a  mortal  would  point  out  that  life 

Which  on  earth  cou’d  be  neareftto  heaven, 
Let  him,  thanking  his  ftars,  chafe  a  wile 
To  whom  truth  and  honour  are  given  : 
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But  honour  and  truth  are  fo  rare. 

And  horns,  when  they’re  cutting,  fo  tingle, 

That,  with  all  my  refpetT  to  the  fair 
I’d  advifc  him  to  figh  and  live  fingle. 

It  appears  from  thefe  premifes  plain 
That  wifdom  is  nothing  but  folly, 

That  pleafure’s  a  term  that  means  pain. 

And  that  joy  is  your  true  melancholy  : 

That  all  thofe  who  laugh  ought  to  cry, 

That  ’tis  fine  frilk  and  fun  to  be. grieving, 

And  that  fince  we  mu  ft  ad  cf  us  die, 

We  fliould  tafie  no  enjoyment  while  living 

BALLAD - IN  THE  WAGS. 


ADIEU,  adieu,  my  only  life, 

My  honour  calls  me  from  thee, 
Remember  thou’rt  a  foldier’s  wife, 

Thole  tears  but  ill  become  thee  : 

What  though  by  duty  1  am  called, 

Where  thund’ring  cannon*  rattle, 
Where  valour’s  felf  might  Hand  appalled, 
When  on  the  wings  of  thy  dear  love 
To  heaven  above 
Thy  fervent  orifpus  are  down, 

The  tender  prayer 

Thou  put’ll  up  there 

Shall  cal!  a  guardian  angel  down, 

To  watch  me  in  the  battle. 

My  fafety  thy  fair  truth  iliall  he, 

Aslword  and  buckler  fervi'ng, 

My  life  lira  11  be  more  dear  to  me, 

Becaufe  of  thy  prefer ving : 

Let  peril  come,  let  horror  threat, 

Let  thundering  cannons  rattle, 

I’ll  fearlefs  feck  the  conflicts  heat, 

Allured  when  on  the  wings  of  love 
To  heaven  above,  &c. 

Enough,  with  that  benignant  fmiic 
home  kindred  god  infpir’d  thee, 
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Who  knew  thy  bofora  void  of  guile, 

Who  wondered  and  admired  thee  : 

I  go  afi'ured,  my  life  adieu, 

Though  thundering  cannons  rattle, 

Though  murdering  carnage  (talk  in  view, 

When  on  the  wings  of  thy  true  love 
To  heaven  above,  &c. 

ballad—  IN  THE  WAGS. 


I  BE  one  of  they  Tailors  who  thinks  ’tis  no  lie, 

That  ft  r  every  wherefore  of  life  there’s  a  why, 

That  be  fortune’s  flrange  weather,  a  calm  or  a  fquall, 

Our  births,  good  or  bad,  are  chalk’d  out  for  us  all : 

That  the  (lays  and  the  braces  of  life  will  be  found 
To  be  fome  of  ’em  rotten  and  feme  of  ’em  found, 

That  the  good  we  fhould  c-herifh,  the  bad  never  feek. 

For  death  will  too  foon  bring  each  anchor  a-peak. 

When  aftride  on  the  yard,  they  top-lifts  they  let  go, 

And  I  corn’d,  like  a  ihof,  plump  among  ’em  below. 

Why  T  cotch’d  at  a  halliard,  and  jump'd  upon  deck, 

And  fo  broke  my  fall,  to  fave  breaking  my  neck: 

Juft  like  your  philosophers,  for  all  their  jaw, 

Who  lefs  than  a  rope,  gladly  catch  at  a  frraw  ; 

Thus  the  good  we  fhould  chcrifh,  the  had  never  feek, 

For  death  will  too  foon  bring  each  anchor  a-peak. 

Why  now  that  there  cruife  that  we  made  off  the  banks, 
Where  I  pepper’d  the  foe,  and  got  fhot  for  my  thanks, 
What  then  flie  foon  ftruck,  and  though  crippled  on  fhore, 
And  laid  up  to  relit,  I  had  fhiners  galore : 

At  length  live  and  looking,  I  tried  the  falfe  main, 

And  to  get  more  prize  money,  got  fhot  at  again  : 

Thus  the  good  we  fhould  cherifli,  the  bad  never  feek, 

For  death  will  too  foon  bring  each  anchor  a-peak. 

T  hen  juft  as  it  comes,  take  the  bad  with  the  good, 

One  man’s  fpoon’s  made  of  filver,  another’s  of  wood, 
What’s  poifon  for  one  mail’s  another  man’s  balm, 

Some  are  lafe  in  a  fform,  and  lome  loft  in  a  calm  : 

Some  arc  rolling  in  riches,  fome  not  worth  a  foufe, 

To-day  we  cat  beef,  and  to-morrow  lobs- foufe  : 
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Thus  the  good  we  fliould  cheriOi,  the  bad  never  feek 
For  death  will  too  foon  bring  each  anchor  a-peak. 
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The  fun’&  descending  in  the  wave, 

1  go,  I  go,  my  fate  to  brave  : 

Ghofb  of  dead  yncas  now  appear. 

Shriek  as  ye  come 
Cold  from  the  tomb, 

And  fee  if  Moniaco  knows  to  fear, 

Oh  fun  my  fire  ! 

Lend  me  all  t  hy  noble  fire  : 

Illia  Moniaco  to  thy  tomb. 

Oh  Atabalipa  foon  iliall  come  ; 

Cover  me  with  fears, 

Nought  can  controul 
The  dauntlefs  foul, 

That  fliall  live  among  its  kindred  ftars. 

What  it’s  to  die  ?  to  leave  this  clav, 

And  breathe  in  everlafting  dav, 

For  robes  celellial  fhake  oif  dull:. 

Among  the  bled 
From  care  to  red, 

And  emulate  die  virtues  of  the  juft  : 

Then  fun,  my  lire, 

Lend  me  ail  thy  noble  fire, 

Illia  Moniaco,  &e. 

Adieu  ye  f.  iends,  vain  world  adieu, 

Ftlifs  is  ior  me.  but  woe  for  you  : 

Whiie  1,  new  born,  fliall  go  to  find 
The  upper  heaven 
You  fhail  be  driven, 

Like  flattered  chaff,  before  falfe  fortune’s  wind 
Now  fun,  my  fire, 

1  feel,  1  feel  thy  noble  fire  ! 

Illia  Moniaco,  &c. 
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I  WAS  the  pride  of  all  the  Thame?, 
My  name  was  natty  Jerry, 
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The  heft  of  Smarts  and  dafliy  dames 
I’ve  carried  in  my  wherry  : 

For  then  no  mortal  foul  like  me 
So  merrily  did  jog  it, 

I  lov’d  my  wife  and  friend,  d’ye  fee, 

And  won  the  prize  of  Dogget  : 

In  coat  and  badge,  fo  neat  and  fpruce, 

I  row’d  all  blithe  and  merry, 

And  every  waterman  did  ufe 
To  call  me  happy  Jerry. 

But  times  foon  changed,  I  went  to  fca, 

My  wife  and  friend  betray’d  me, 

And  in  my  abfence  treacheroufly 
Some  pretty  frolics  play’d  me  : 

Return’d,  I  ufed  them  like  a  man, 

But  ftill  ’twas  fo  provoking, 

I  could  not  enjoy  my  very  can, 

Nor  even  fancy  fmoaking  : 

In  tainifh’d  badge,  and  coat  fo  queer, 

No  longer  blithe  and  merry. 

Old  friends  now  paffed  me  with  a  fneer, 

And  called  me  clifmal  Jerry. 

At  fea,  as  with  a  dangerous  wound, 

I  lay  under  the  furgeons, 

Two  friends  each  help  I  wanted  found 
In  every  emergence  : 

Soon  after  my  fweet  friend  and  wife 
Into  this  mefs  had  brought  me, 

Thcfe  two  kind  friends  who  fav’d  my  life 
In  my  misfortunes  fought  me  : 

We’re  come  cried  they,  that  once  again 
In  coat  and  badge  fo  merry, 

Your  kind  old  friends,  the  watermen, 

May  hail  you  happy  Jerry. 

I’m  Peggy,  once  your  foul’s  defirc, 

To  whom  you  prov’d  a  rover, 

Who  lince  that  time  in  man’s  attire 
Have  fought  you  the  world  over  : 

And  I,  cried  t’other,  am  that  Jack 
When  boys  you  ufed  fo  badly, 

Though  now  the  heft  friend  to  your  back 
Then  prithee  look  not  fadly  : 


\ 


\ 


dibdin’s  selected  songs. 

Few  words  are  befl,  I  feiz’d  their  hands, 
My  greatful  heart  grew  merry, 

And  now  in  love  and  friendfhip’s  band?, 
I’m  once  more  happy  Jerry. 

<^> 
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BOLD  Jack  the  Tailor  here  I  come, 

Pray  how  d’ye  like  my  nib, 

My  trowfers  wide,  my  trampers  rum, 
My  nab,  and  flowing  jib  : 

1  fails  the  Teas  from  end  to  end. 

And  leads  a  joyous  life. 

In  every  mefs  l  find  a  frier.d, 

In  every  port  a  wife. 

I’ve  heard  them  talk  of  conflancy, 

Ol  grief,  and  fuch  like  fun, 

I’ve  conflant  been  to  ten,  cried  I, 

But  never  grieved  for  one  : 

The  flowing  fails  we  tars  unbend, 

To  lead  a  jovial  life, 

In  every  mefs  to  find  a  friend, 

In  every  port  a  wife. 

I’ve  afpanking  wife  at  Portfmouth  gates, 
A  pigmy  at  Goree, 

An  orange  tawny  up  the  Straits, 

A  black  at  St.  Lucia  : 

Thu*  whatfomedever  courfe  I  bend, 

I  leads  a  jovial  ife, 

In  every  Kiefs  I  find  a  friend, 

In  every  port  a  wife. 

Wili  Galt,  by  Dtarh,  was  ta’en  aback, 

I  came  to  braik  the  news, 

Poll  whimper’d  fore,  but  what  did  Jack? 

Why,  flood  m  William’s  ihoes  .  J 
She  cut,  1  chafed,  but  in  the  end 
She  lov’d  me  as  her  life, 

And  fo  Ihe  gut  an  honed  friend. 

And  I  a  loving  wife. 

Thus  be  we  lailors  -dl  the 
On  fortune’s  1 > 
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We  works,  and  loves,  and  fights  the  foe, 

And  drinks  the  generous  bub  : 

Storms  that  the  malt  to  fplinters  rend, 

Can’t  lliake  our  jovial  life, 

In  every  mefs  we  find  a  friend, 
in  every  poi  t  a  wife. 
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HARK  the  din  of  difiant  war, 

How  noble  is  the  clangor, 

Pale  death  afeend  his  ebon  car, 

Clad  in  terrific  anger  : 

A  doubtful  fate  the  foldier  tries, 

Who  joins  the  gallant  quarrel  : 
Perhaps  on  the  cold  ground  he  lies, 
No  wife,  no  friend,  to  clofe  his  eyes. 
Though  nobly  mourn’d, 

Perhaps  return’d, 

He’s  crown’d  with  viiftory’s  laurel. 

How  many  who,  difdaining  fear, 
Rufh  on  the  defperate  duty, 

Shall  claim  the  tribute  of  the  tear 
That  dims  the  eye  of  beauty  ? 

A  doubtful  fate,  Sec. 

What  nobler  fate  can  fortune  give  ? 

Renown  fball  tell  our  dory, 

If  we  fhould  fall,  but  if  we  live, 

We  live  our  country’s  glory. 

’Tis  true  a  doubtful  fate,  &c- 
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THE  wind  was  hufli’d,  the  dorm  was  over. 
Unfurl’d  was  every  flowing  fail. 

From  toil  releafed,  when  Dick  of  Dover, 
Went  with  his  mefimates  to  regale  : 

All  dan<><"r,,=  '  ’  "  n’v  neat  Hearts, 

]V  can, 

'  hearts, 
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She  s  none  of  thofe  that’s  always  gigfdng 
And  Item  and  fttrn  made  up  of  art 
One  knows  a  veil'd  by  her  rigging, 

^  Such  ever  /light  a  conftant  heart : 

W  i  rn  draw  hat  and  pink  dreamers  flowing, 
How  oft  to  meet  me  has  lhe  r-in; 

^ v  hile  for  oear  life  would  I  be  rowing. 

To  msct  with  (miles  my  buxom  Nan, 
Jack  Jollyboat. went  to  the  Indies, 
fo  lee  him  flare  when  he  came  back, 
The  girls  were  ail  olF of  the  hinges 

His  Poll  was  quite  unknown  to  Jack  : 
Tant  mailed  all,  to  fee  who’s  tailed, 
Breattw orks,  top  gant-lails,  and  a  fan, 
Meflmate,  cried  I,  more  fail  than  ballad, 
Ah  dill  give  me  my  buxom  Nan. 

None  in  hie  s  lea  can  fail  more  quicker. 

To  ihew  her  Jove,  or  lerve  a  friend, 

But  hold,  I’m  preaching  o’er  my  liquor, 
This  one  word  then,  and  there’s  an  end 
Oi  all  the  wenches  whatfomedever, 

1  fay  then  find  me  out  who  can 
One  half  fo  tight,  fo  kind  fo  clever, 

Sweet,  trim,  and  neat  as  buxom  Nan. 


•  •  <►  ••  < 
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LOVELY  woman,  pride  of  nature, 

Good,  and  fweet,  and  kind,  and  fair 
Than  man  a  higher  dile  of  creature 
Perfect  as  celeltials  are  : 

See  Myra  come,  like  dately  Juno, 

Ever  fair,  and  ever  young, 

Completely  like,  as  I  and  you  know 
For  Myra,  like  Juno,  has  a  tongue. 

Young  Celia’s  charms  that  beam  fo  fwectly 
^  I  o  paint  ah  what  can  words  avail, 

ShTs  Venus’  felf,  and  fo  completely/ 
i hat  Celia  is,  like  Venus,  frail: 

To  woo  the  charming  Gloriana, 

Audacity  would  ftand  afraid  ; 

She  chadc  and  icy  as  Diana, 

And,  li^te  Diana,  an  old  maid. 
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Thus  women  boad  a  near  relation, 

’Tib  plain  to  the  celefliul  race, 

Thus  we  of  their  divine  creation 
A  family  rciemblance  trace  : 

If  then  feme  faults  of  this  complexion, 

Like  fpots  upon  that  fun,  their  fame, 

RuU  tii is  fame  model  of  perfection, 

The  hats,  not  women,  are  to  blame. 


4*4  **,|C*#^ 
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Two  real  tars,  whom  duty  call’d 
To  watch  in  the  foretop, 

Thus  one  another  overhaul’d 


And  took  a  cheesing  drop  : 

I  fay,  Will  Hatchway,  cried  Tom  Tow, 

Of  conduct  what’s  your  fort, 

As  through  the  voyage  of  life  you  go, 

To  bring  you  fab,  to  port  ? 

Cried  Jack,  you  lubber,  don’t  you  know  l 
Our  palEons  clofe  to  reef, 

To  fleer  where  honour  points  the  prow, 
To  hand  a  friend  relief: 

Thefe  anchors  get  but  in  yOur  power, 

My  life  fork  that’s  your  fort  ; 

The  bower,  the  fheet,  and  the  bed  bower 
Shall  bring  you  up  in  port. 

Vfhy  then  you’re  out,  and  there’s  an  end, 
Tom  cried  out  blunt  and  rough, 

Be  good,  he  honed,  ferve  a  friend, 

Ee  maxims  well  enough  : 

Who  fwabs  his  bows  at  other’s  woe, 

That  tar’.-  for  me  your  fort, 

His  \  eflel  right  a-htad  fhail  go 


[  o  find  a  joyful  port. 

t  dorms  of  life  upon  iv. e  piefs, 
Misfortunes  makes  me  ree>, 

In,  dam’ me,  wj.at’s  my  own  diftreis. 
for  others  let  me  feel  : 

,  ays  if  bound  with  a  frefh  gale 
To  heaven  this  is  your  fort. 


VJ 
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A  handkerchief's  the  bed  wet  fail 
To  bring  you  fafe  to  port. 

BALLAD — in  the 


I’M  dafhing  Dick  the  duftman, 

N  ine  my  calling  can  degrade, 

For  I  am  not  the  fir  ft  man 

Who  has  driv’n  a  dirty  trade  : 

Duft  ho  !  duft  ho  !  I  rings  mv  bell  and 
My  tricks,  if  you  would  find  ’em. 
Pretty  early  you  muft  rife, 

For  watch  me  ftill, 

Howe’er  you  will, 

I  bears  off  many  a  prize, 

And  when  1  wants  to  blind  ’em, 

I  throws  duft  in  their  eyes. 

Why  what’s  your  man  ol  honour  ? 

And  what’s  your  madam  tame  ? 

A  ]i  t  when  he  has  won  her, 

Thar  proves  a  dirty  name  : 

Viiftory  !  victory !  each  draws  his  fword 
In  the  mid  ft  of  ft  mg  ter  find  dim, 

See  where  the  favage  flies, 

He  fparcs  no  life, 

No  friend,  nor  wife, 

Where’er  he  finds  a  prize, 

Till  death,  at  laft,  to  blind  him, 
Throws  duft  in  his  eyes. 

The  lawvcr,  the  phyfician, 

And  e’en  the  learn’d  dwine, 

Each  drives,  in  his  condition, 

A<  black  a  trade  a-;  mine  : 

Fees  ho  !  fees  ho  !  each  draws  his  purfe 
The  r  confidence  can’t  bind  ’em, 

The  wretched  patient  dies, 

Aft  prayers  fail, 

While  in  a  jail, 

The  ruin’d  client  lies, 

Uniefs  you  throw  to  blind  ’em 
Gold  duft  in  their  eyes. 

l/l  % 
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And  fo,  d’ye  fee,  men  buftie, 

To  fee  who’s  dirty  fird, 

And  one  another  hurtle,  - 

And  a!)  to  raife  the  dud  : 

Dud  ho  !  dud  ho  !  each  draws  his  purfe  and  cries 
And  he,  Old  Nick,  behind  him,  5 

Wiii  take,  to  mount  up  tries, 

All  fcrambling  go, 

Both  friend  and  foe, 

To  bear  away  fome  prize, 

And  each  throws  dud  to  blind  him 
Plump  in  his  neighbours  eyes. 

BALLAD - IN  THE  WAQS. 


IF  bold  and  brave  thou  can’d  not  bear, 
Thyfelf  from  all  thou  lov’d  to  tear, 

If,  while  winds  war,  and  billows  roll, 

A  fpark  of  fear  invade  thy  foul, 

If  thou’it  appall’d,  when  cannons  roar, 

I  prihee  mebfmate  day  alhore  : 

There,  like  a  lubber, 

Whine  and  blubber, 

Still  for  thy  eafe  and  fafety  bufy, 

Nor  dare  to  come, 

Where  honed  Tom, 

And  Ned.  and  Nick, 

And  Ben,  and  Phil, 

And  Jack,  and  Dick, 

And  Bob,  and  Bill, 

All  weathers  fing,  and  drink  the  fwizzy* 

If,  fhould’d  thou  lofe  a  limb  in  fight, 

She  who  made  up  thy  heart’s  delight. 
Poor  recompence  that  thou  arc  kind, 
Shall  prove  inconftant  a?  the  wind, 

If  fuch  hard  fortune  thou’ft  deplore, 

I  prithee  meflmate  dayafhore, 

There  like  a  lubber,  dec. 


If  pris’ner  in  a  foreign  land, 

No  friend,  no  money  at  command, 
That  man  thou  truded  hadd  alone, 

&I1  knowledge  of  thee  fhould  dildw.%  ; 


dibdin’s  selected  songs. 


If  this  fhould  vex  thee  to  the  core, 

I  prithee  meffinate  hay  afiiore. 

There  like  a  oibber.  See, 

<S><S>'SS> 
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WHY  don’t  you  know  me  by  my  fcar3  ? 

I’m  foldier  Dick  come  from  the  wars; 

Where  many  a  head  without  a  hat 
Crowds  honour*s  bed — but  what  of  that  ? 
Beat  drums,  olay  fifes,  ’tis  glorv  calls. 

What  argufies  who  hands  or  falls; 

Lord  what  fhould  one  be  forry  for  ? 

Life’s  but  the  fortune  of  the  war  : 

Then  rich  or  poor,  or  well  or  fick, 

Still  laugh  and  ling  Hull  foldier  Dick. 

I  ufed  to  look  two  -ways  at  once, 

A  bullet  hit  me  on  the  (court, 

And  dowfh’d  my  eye,  d’ye  think  I’d  wince  ? 
Why  lord  I’ve  never  fquinted  fince. 

Beat  drums,  Sec. 

Some  diCtant  keep  from  war’s  alarms. 

For  fear  of  wooden  lega  and  arms. 

While  others  die.  fafe  in  their  beds 
Who  all  their  lives  had  wooden  heads. 

Beat  drums,  &c. 

Thus  gout  or  fever,  fword  or  fihot, 

-  Or  fomethiag  fends  us  all  to  pot  : 

That  we’re  to  die  then  do  not  grieve, 

But  let’s  be  merry  while  we  live. 

Beat  drums,  Sec. 

v«* 
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AVERT  yon  omen,  gracious  heaven, 
The  ugly  feud, 

By  riftng  winds  refiftlefs  driven, 

Rifles  the  flood. 

How  hard  the  lot  for  failor’s  caff, 
That  they  fhould  roam 
For  years,  to  perifh  thus  at  I  aft 
Iii  fight  of  home  ! 
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For  if  the  coming  gale  we  mourn, 

A  temped  grows, 

Our  reflel’s  fhatter’d  fo  and  torn, 

That  down  (lie  goes  ! 

The  temped  comes,  while  meteors  red 
Portentous  (1  v  ; 

And  now  we  touch  old  ocean’s  bed. 

Now  reach  the  fkv  ! 

On  fable  wings,  in  gloomy  flight, 

Fiends  feem  to  wait, 

To  fnatch  us  in  this  dreadful  night. 

Dark  as  our  fate  : 

Unlefs  fome  kind  feme  pitying  powV 
Should  iuterpofe, 

She  labours  fo  within  this  hour 

Down  fire  goes.  \  . 

But  fee,  O’l  rofy  pinions  borne, 

O’er  the  mad  dttp, 

Reluctant  beams  the  forr'wing  morn, 

With  us  to  weep  : 

Deceitful  furrow,  cheerlefs  light, 

Dreadful  to  think, 

The  morn  is  ris’n,  in  endlefs  night, 

Our  hopes  to  fink  ! 

She  pliis!  the  parts  ! — through  lluices  driven,. 
The  water  flows  ; 

Adieu  ye  friends,  have  mercy  heaven! 

For  down  fhe  goes  ! 

RONDEAU — IN  THE  WAG*. 


ONE  negro,  wi  my  banjer, 

Me  from  Jenny  come, 

Wid  cunning  yiei 
Me  favez  fpy 

De  huckra  world  one  hum, 

As  troo  a  ftreet  a  (tranger 
Me  my  baojer  drum  : 

My  mi  fly  for  one  black  dog  about  the  houfeme  kick, 

Him  fay,  my  ralTy  tawny  late  enough  to  make  him  fick  ; 
But  when  my  malTa  he  go  out,  fhe  then  no  longer  rail, 
Ffe?  firft  me  let  the  captain  in,  and  then  me  tell  no  tale  s 
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So  aunt  Quafliy  fay, 

Do  tabby,  brown,  or  black,  or  white. 

You  ice  uni  in  one  night, 

Every  fort  of  cat  be  gray. 

One  Negro,  &.c. 

To  fetch  a  lily  money  back,  you  go  to  ’aw  they  call, 
The  court  and  all  the  tie-wig  loon  drip  you  iiiirt  and 
The  courtier  call  him  friend  and  foe, 

And  fifty  dory  tell, 

To  day  fay  yes,  to  morrow  no, 

And  lie  like  any  hell  : 

And  fo  though  negro  black  for  true, 

He  black  in  buekra  country  too. 

One  negro,  &c. 
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BARDS  call  themfelvcs  a  heav’nly  race, 
Topers  find  heaven  in  wine, 

We  truly  boad  who  love  the  chafe, 

An  origin  divine. 

The  deities  ad  hunters  are  : 

Great  Jove,  who  fpends  his  life 
In  hunting  of  the  willing  fair, 

Is  hunted  by  his  ivife. 

Then  come  and  wake  the  drowfy  morn, 
While  the  fwift  game  we  follow  : 

The  feather’d  throng  and  tuneful  horn 
Shall  join  the  hunter’s  hollow. 

Gay  Bacchus  on  his  tun,  that  hack, 

Toads  for  view  hollows  gives, 

While  Mercury,  with  his  Bow-dreet  pack. 
Scours  heav’n  to  hunt  for  thieves  : 

Bold  Mars,  a  blood  hound,  hunts  for  fame., 
Nor  till  its  lated  breath, 

Will  he  e’er  leave  the  panting  game, 

But  comes  in  at  the  death. 

Then  come,  &c. 

Diana  in  her  facred  grove 
Saw  ralh  A  deon  near. 

And  though  die  feem’d  to  fcorn  his  love, 
See  took  him  for  her  deer  : 
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Yet  vex’d  to  think  this  hint  fo  fly 
On  the  fooi  the  could  not  pat's 

Z.tv'Iv1",*  fee  made  h'm  %. 

And  kill  d  him  for  an  afs.  J 

Then  come,  &c. 

Great  Juno,  wretched,  rehlcfs  fair. 

On  jealous  fury  bent, 
otill  in  full  cry  I g  hunting  care, 

And  hill  on  a  wrong  feent. 

Indeed  the  fair  olt  mount  their  nag 
By  the  hunting  mania  (truck,  * 

And  if  A  lit  eon  was  a  ft  a  g, 

Poor  Vulcan  was  a  buck. 

Then  come,  &c. 
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WHILE  whim,  and  glee,  and  jeft,  and  W 
Tul play  their  charming  treafure, 

Mingling  in  gay  laughter’s  throne, 

Come  to  the  camp  of  pleafure.  ° 

All  human  beings  have  their  cares, 

Life’s  made  of  joy  and  lorrow; 

To  balance  life  then  our  affairs 
Should  of  our  pleafures  borrow  : 

Youth’s  joy’s  feafon,  fo  is  age, 

Each  temper,  fex,  complexion, 

In  mirth  may  harmlefsly  engage, 

As  well  as  in  refleidion. 

While  whim,  &c. 

You  who  proudly  roll  in  wealth. 

You  whole  means  are  flender. 

You  whole  lungs  proclaim  your  health, 

You  whofe  frames  are  tender  : 

You  who  wear  grave  vvifdom’s  wigs, 

You  who  deal  in  folly, 

You  who  merry  are  as  grigs, 

You  who  are  melancholy  :  — 

While  whim,  &c. 

Where'  s  amongft  them  all  the  cynic  elf, 

O i  joy  the  open  (corner, 
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Bat  doff’d  the  fage,  and  to  himfelf 
Took  pleafure  in  a  corner  ? 

In  ffiort  who  fets  up  to  defpife 
Thofe  joys  the  mirth  awaken, 

I  will  not  rudely  fay  he  lies, 

But  furely  he’s  midaken. 

While  whim,  &c. 
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THE  tar’s  a  jolly  tar  that  can  hand,  reef,  and  fleer, 
That  can  nimbly  cad  off  and  belay, 

Who  in  dirked  of  rights  finds  each  halliard  and  jeer, 
And  dead  reck’ning  knows  well  and  lee  way  : 

But  the  tar  to  pleafe  me, 

More  jolly  muff  be, 

He  mud  laugh  at  the  waves  as  they  roar ; 

He  mufl  rattle, 

And  in  battle 
Brave  danger  and  dying. 

Though  bullets  are  dying, 

And  fifty  things  more  : 

Singing,  quaffing, 

Dancing  laughing, 

Take  it  cherrily, 

And  merrily, 

And  all  for  the  fake  of  his  girl  afihore. 

The  tar’s  a  jolly  tar  who  his  rhino  will  fpend, 

Who  up  for  a  meffinate  will  bring, 

For  we  failors  all  think  he  that’s  true  to  his  friend 
Will  never  be  faife  to  his  king. 

But  the  tar  to  pleafe  me, 

More  jolly  mud  be, 

He  mud  venture  for  money  galore; 

Aiding  duly, 

Kind  and  truly, 

And  nobly  inherit 
A  generous  fpirit, 

A  prudent  one  more; 

Singing,  laughing, 

Dancing,  quaffing, 

Take  it  cherrily, 
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And  merily, 

And  fave  up  his  cafh  for  his  girl  afliore, 

I  he  taT  s  a  jolly  tar  who  loves  a  beauty  bright, 
And  at  fea  often  thinks  of  her  charms, 

W  ho  toafts  her  with  giee  on  a  Saturday  night, 

And  willies  her  moor’d  in  his  arms  : 

But  the  tar  to  pleafe  me 
More  jolly  mud  be. 

Though  teaz’d  at  each  port  by  afeore, 

He  mud,  fneering 
At  their  leering. 

Never  fludy  to  delight  ’em, 

But  fcorn  ’em,  a, id  flight  ’em, 

Still  true  to  the  core; 

Singing,  laughing, 

Dancing  quaffing, 

Take  it  cherrily, 

And  merrily. 

And  conftant  return  to  his  girl  afhore. 
BALLAD -  IN  THE  WAGS. 


FAR  remov’d  from  noife  and  fmoak, 
Hark  I  hear  the  woodman’s  flroke, 

Who  dreams  not  as  he  fells  the  oak, 

What  mifehief  dire  he  brews. 

How  art  fhall  ffiape  his  falling  trees, 

For  aid  of  luxury  and  eafe. 

He  weighs  not  matters  fuch  as  thefe, 

But  fings,  and  hacks,  and  hews. 

Perhaps,  now  fell’d  by  this  bold  man, 
That  tree  fliall  form  the  fpruce  fedan, 

Or  wheelbarrow,  where  oyfler  Nan 
So  runs  her  vulgar  rig; 

The  flage  where  boxers  crowd  in  flocks. 
Or  elfe  quacks,  perhaps,  the  flocks, 

Or  polls  for  ligns,  or  barber’s  blocks, 
Whcie  fmilcs  the  parfon’s  wig. 

Thou  mak’fl  bold  peafant,  oh  what  grief, 
The  gibbet  on  which  hangs  the  thief. 

The  feat  where  fits  the  great  Lord  Chief, 
The  throne,  the  cobler’s  flail : 
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Thou  pamper’d:  life  in  every  dage, 

Mak’d  folly’s  whims,  pride’s  equipage, 

For  children  toys,  crutches  for  age, 

And  coffins  for  us  all. 

Yet  judice  let  us  dill  afford, 

Thefe  chairs,  and  this  convivial  board, 

The  bin  that  holds  gay  Bacchus’  hoard, 

Confefs  the  woodman’s  droke  : 

He  made  the  prefs  that  bled  the  vine. 

The  butt  that  holds  the  generous  wine, 

The  hall  itfelf,  where  ti piers  join, 

To  crack  the  mirthful  joke. 

VAUXHALL  BALLAD  —  IN  THE  WAGS. 


TIME  was,  for  oh  there  was  a  time, 
Sweet  Phoebe  by  my  fide, 

The  fofted  verfe  1  fung  in  rhime, 
Where  falling  pools  do  glide: 

Eut,  Phoebe  hence,  I’m  left  alone, 

Nor  verfe  nor  rhime  can  pleale, 

And  pools  dand  dill  to  fee  me  moan, 

In  whifpers  through  the  trees. 

The  pride  of  laughing  nature  dood 
In  fertile  heaths  confeffi’d. 

When  birds,  in  yon  impervious  wood, 
With  Phcebe  faw  me  hied. 

But  laughing  nature’s  now  in  tears. 

The  heaths  begin  to  mourn, 

Birds  hoot  in  my  melodious  ears. 

For  Phoebe’s  glad  return. 

To  fhun  fierce  fobs  meridian  heat, 
Upon  yon  verdant  green, 

How  oft,  at  clofe  of  eve,  I’d  meet, 
Sweet  Phoebe,  beauty’s  queen  : 

But  lod  the  fun  fhine  of  her  charms, 
The  verdant  green’s  all  brown. 

And.  1,  with  nothing  in  my  arms, 

Lie  hard  on  beds  of  down. 

Then  come  fweet  fair,  and  leave  behind 
All  forrow,  pain,  and  woe, 
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"I  he  birds  fhall  fmile,  and  the  north  wind 
Like  Boreas  gently  blow  : 

So  dial]  tiie  daify-mantl  ing  green 
The  cowflip-  jiudded  brook, 

In  faille  robes  all  crimfon  feen. 

Reded:  each  azure  look. 

Ballad — in  the  wags. 


SO  fweet  I’ll  clrefs  my  Zootka  fair, 

^  Such  pretty  toys  her  charms  fhall  deck. 
I  ne  nails  of  foes  lhall  grace  her  hair, 
Ineir  eyes  and  teeth  adorn  her  neck: 

A  hut  I’ll  build  her  of  catalps, 

And  fweetly  hang  it  round  with  fcalps, 
And  as.  we  frantic  fkip  and  fing, 

And  join  to  form  the  my  die  ring, 

And  fymbals  twang, 

And  tymbals  bang, 

And  jump  and  prance, 

And  f-ilk  in  wedlock’s  devious  dance, 
We’ll  drink  and  yam, 

And  make  the  banjer  cry  giam,  giant. 

The  rofe  let  Europe’s  beauties  boad, 

Aha  the  faffron’s  ficklv  die. 

Let  Ebon  wives  grace  Afric’s  coad : — > 
Can  thefe  with  lovely  Zootka  vie  ? 

Her  olive  cheek  the  glofs  outdiines, 

That  decorates  the  copper  mines — 

Come  then  and  frantic,  & c. 

Some  fhave  tlieii  eyebrows  for  the  fair, 
Others  for  love  pull  out  their  teeth, 
£«.ne  by  the  roots  tear  up  their  hair. 

To  form  a  pretty  marriage  wreath  : 

My  loving  fid  at  Zootka's  nofe 
Shall  aim  a  hundred  tender  blows, 

And  as  they  frantic,  &c. 

RONDEAU - IN  THE  WAGS. 


IN  peace,  when  fprightly  drum  and  fife 
Quick  marches  fweetly  play, 
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Then  charming  is  the  foidier’s  life, 

To  lounge  it  ail  the  day  : 

How  different  the  trade  is 
From  war’s  dcflrudlive  call. 

He  ogles  ail  the  ladies, 

And  dances  at  the  ball. 

a  he  fa  fit  lo  fweet  a  zone  is, 

So  powerful  are  its  charms, 
i  hat  Mars  becomes  Adonis, 

Reclines  in  Venus’  arms. 

No  more  upon  the  dangerous  plain, 

Heath  grimly  ftalks  abroad. 

No  more 

The  gafping  and  unpitied  flain, 

We  1 1 er  i  ng  i n  gore, 

For  unavailing  help  implore  : 

Their  fpirits  iffue  with  a  groan, 

Their  eyes  are  clofed  in  endlefs  night, 
Beholders  are  with  horror  aw’d, 

And  dread  a  fate,  fad  fate  of  woe, 

Tim  foon  may  be  their  own. 

No  time  for  pity  now  ! — the  fight 
Grows  hot, 

The  trumpet  founds  a  charge, 

Soldiers  and  deeds  with  ardour  glow, 

Stern  carnage  takes  the  field, 

And  traverfes  his  boundaries  long  and 
The  word  is  die  or  yield, 

And  mercy  is  lorgot  :  — 

Such  is  the  dreadlul  ardour  of  the  war  • 

Yet  different  far 
When  all  thefc  horrors  ceafe, 

And  loidiers  tafle  the  joys  Oi  fniiiint?  peace 
Sweet  peace,  &c. 

1  he  well  pack’d  column,  like  a  rock 
While  they  the  war  fuftain, 

Greatly  receive  an  army’s  fhock, 

The  glorious  terror  of  the  plain  : 
Advancing  near, 

The  fee  is  Itruok.  aghafl, 

The  panic  fpreads, 

Pale  fear 

Gains  on  ’em  fait; 
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T  o  order’s  poll  confufion  now  fucceeds, 

And  now  the  front  becomes  the  rear; 

All  refolution’s  gone. 

While  wan  defpair, 

Turn’d  gcn’ral,  to  deflrudhon  leads  ’em  on: 

They  fly, 

Follow  the  vidors  cry, 

War’s  dreadful  tempefl  comes, 

Trumpets  and  drums, 

Shouts,  groans,  and  thund’ring  cannons  rend  the  Iky 

The  banners  fluttTing  late  in  air, 

Now  from  the  bearers  grafp  are  torn, 

And  on  the  fpear 
Of  vidory  borne  - 

The  Aroke’s  decillve  ! — glutted  war, 

De  fee  11  ding  from  his  fanguine  car, 

Tired  foldiers  from  their  port  releafe, 

To  tafle  the  joyrs  of  fmiling  peace. 

Sweet  peace,  &c. 

RONDEAU - IN  THE  WAGS. 


TACK  dances  and  lings,  and  is  always  content, 

In  his  vows  to  his  lafs  he’ll  ne’er  fail  her, 

His  anchor’s  a~trip  when  his  money’s  all  fpent — 

And  this  is  the  life  of  a  failor. 

Alert  in  his  duty,  he  readily  flies 

Where  winds  the  tir’d  veil'd  are  flinging, 

’Though  funk  to  the  fea  gods,  or  tofs’d  to  the  Ikies, 

Still  Jack  is  fountl  working  and  finging  : 

Long  fide  of  an  enemy,  boldly  and  brave, 
lie’ll  with  broadfidt  on  broadflde  regale  her, 

\  et  he’ll  flgh  to  the  foul  o’er  that  enemy’s  grave, 

So  noble’s  the  mind  of  a  failor. 

Let  cannons  ro,<r  loud,  builds  their  lides  let  the  bombs, 
Let  the  winds  a  dread  hurricane  rattle, 

The  rough  and  the  pleafant  he  takes  as  it  comes, 

And  laughs  at  the  florin  and  the  battle  : 

Jrj  a  foflering  power  while  Jack  puts  his  trull, 

As  fortune  comes,  fmilling  he’ll  hail  her, 

Reflgn’d,  flill,  and  manly,  Alice  what  mufl  be  mud, 
And  this  is  the  mind  of  a  failor. 
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Though  carelefs  and  headlong,  if  danger  fliould  prefs 
And  rank’d  ’mongft  the  free  lift  of  rovers, 

Tet  he’ll  melt  into  tears  at  a  tale  of  diftrefs, 

Aud  prove  the  moft  conftant  of  lovers  : 

To  rancour  unknown,  to  no  paffion  a  Have, 

Nor  unmanly,  nor  mean,  nor  a  railer, 

He’s  gentle  as  mercy*  as  iortitude  brave 
And  this  is  a  true  hearted  failor. 


BALLAD—  IN  THE  WAGS. 


BLEST  Friendlliip  hail  !  thy  gifts  poffeffmg, 
That  happy  mortal’s  rich  indeed  : 

Thou  willing  giv’ft  each  earthly  bleffing 
To  all  but  thofe  who  ftand  in  need  : 

Thy  words  are  fweet  as  Hybla’s  honey, 

In  accents  kind,  and  mild,  and  civil, 

Flows  thy  advice  : — thou  giv’ft  not  money, 
For  money  is  the  very  devil  : 

And  rather  than  the  foul  temptation 
Should  into  ferapes  thy  friend  betray, 
Difint’refted  confideration, 

*  Thou  kindly  tak’ft  it  all  away. 

Are  his  affairs  at  rack  and  manger, 

Left  a  bad  world  thy  friend  lhould  choufe. 
No  time  for  thee  to  play  the  ftranger, 

Thou  deign’ft  to  manage  all  his  houfe  : 

To  make  him  thy  good  pleafure  tarry, 

To  kifs  thy  feet,  to  leap  o’er  flicks, 

To  run,  to  hop,  to  fetch,. to  carry, 

And  play  a  thoufand  monkey  tricks. 

Nay,  if  thy  liquor itli  chops  lliould  water, 

To  eafe  him  of  domeftic  ftrife, 

Thou  rid’ft  him  of  a  flirting  daughter,  , 

Or,  kinder  (fill,  thou  fteal’ft  his  wife. 

Come  then,  my  friend,  prevent  my  pleafure. 
And  out  of  doors  politenefs  kick, 

With  me  and  mine  pray  keep  no  meafure. 
Drench  me  with  bu  npers,  make  me  lick  : 
My  cellar  bleed,  devour  my  mutton, 

Upon  my  vitals  dine  and  fup  : 

N  z 
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Come  on  thou  kind,  thou  friendly  glutton, 
Kill,  barbecue,  and  eat  me  up. 

Then,  to  the  lad  a  friend,  defert  me, 

That  wife  by  dear  experience  grown, 

And  having  no  kind  friend  to  hurt  me, 

I  may,  at  lad,  become  my  own. 

••KM*  »»<►««  <^»>  <<”»•>  »•<.*«  »•*>.. 
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WHAT  fong  fhall  I  cliant  ?  while  1  fnig  Venus  fparrows, 
Her  cedus,  her  dove, 

Shall  I  hold  forth  on  love  ? 

Source  of  fo  many  bleffings  and  ills. 

On  which  fo  many  Cupids  have  blunted  their  arrows', 

And  fo  many  poets  their  quills  ! 

All  its  pains  and  its  pleafures,  its  roilchiefs  and  joys, 

Have  been  fung  o’er  and  o’er,  by  fond  girls  and  vain  boys, 
Not  a  fingle  new  thought  the  Pierian  fpring 
On  love  can  infpire  nor  of  love  will  I  fing. 

While  I  celebrate  uproar,  and  bottles  and  glades, 

That  fools  think  divine, 

Shall  my  fong  be  on  wine  ? 

Source  of  fo  many  furfeits  and  feafTs, 

Where  fo  many  topers  have  toafted  their  lades, 

And  fo  many  men  become  beads  ! 

Get  th@fe  defcribe  wine  who  can  drink  till  they  reel, 

’Twere  folly  to  write  on  a  theme  I  can’t  feel  ; 

How  can  I,  who  ne’er  drink  but  what  flows  from  health’s 
fpring,  ( 

Fmd  words  the  delight  of  a  drunkard  to  fmg  r 

While  I  celebrate  men  who  all  comfort  and  pleafure 
Leave  at  home  for  a  name, 

Shall  I  defcant  on  fame  ? 

Source  of  fo  many  murders  and  woes. 

Where  fo  many  heroes  have  plunder’d  for  ueaiure, 

And  fo  many  friends  become  foes  ! 

A  (Granger  to  battles,  and  all  their  delight, 

Fond  of  peace  and  its  jovs,  1  can’t  fhudder  and  write  : . 

The  bed  plume  that  e’er  hero  bore  off  from  l  ame  s  wing 
Should  not  tempt  me  a  feene  of  fueh  horror  to  fmg. 

What  fhall  be  my  fong  ?  Shall  I  celebrate  riches  ? 

Whofe  grafp  can  combine 
Love,  glory,  and  wine  ! 

Source  of  each  mortal  man.  s  rife  and  fad  : 
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That  thing  youth  and  age,  high  and  low,  that  bewitches ! 

A  nothing  that  comprehends  all  1 
Be  the  theme  of  thefe  of  other?,  they  cannot  be  mine  : 

Till  love’s  led  by  prudence,  by  temperance  wine, 

Till  war  fliall  fweet  peace,  and  gold  charity  bring, 

Reafon  fmiles,  and  forbids  me  fuch  folly  tt>  ling. 

I  i 
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BUT,  perhaps,  while  thus  boldly  expofing  each  eli, 

A  dupe  to  paffion,  or  folly,  or  pelf, 

I  the  critic  fevered  become  of  myfelf, 

Prefuming  to  hope  for  your  favours-— 

What  is  it  to  me  who  fmgs  great,  or  lings  fmall. 

Or  whether  knave  lirft  every  knave  likes  to  call, 

Or  who’s  roguilh,  or  honed — Lord  nothing  at  all, 

But  to  eke  out  the  crotchets  and  quavers. 

Advice  from  a  lawyer,  a  fmile  from  his  grace, 

From  a  hypocrit  treachery  with  a  fmooth  face, 

From  a  billiop  a  blefling,  a  gameftcr  ames  ace. 

The  public  receive  for  their  favours  : 

Thus  in  their  vocation  all  earned] y  join, 

For  what  fliould  a  ’nan  circulate  but  Ins  own  coin  r 
Let  us  humbly  entreat  then  you’ll  not  refufe  nunc, 

Though  compos’d  but  of  crotchets  and  quavers. 

Every  piece  is  full  weight,  nor  debas  d  by  \ile  art. 
Sterling  gratitude  dill  will  be  found  in  each  part, 

The  lively  impreffion  was  made  on  my  heart, 

For  what  leis  can  purchafe  your  favours  ? 

Thus  I  fearlefs  fubnait  to  pafs  through  your  mint. 
When  allay’d,  Ihould  you  find  there’s  no  counterfeit  in’t 
The  damp  of  your  kind  approbation  imprint  , 

To  pafs  current  my  crotchets  and  quavers. 

BALLAD  —  IN  FRIVATE  THEATRICALS. 


TIGHT  lads  have  1  fail’d  with,  but  none  e’er  fo  lightly, 
As  honed  Bill  Bobday,  fo  kind  and  fo  true  : 

He’d  fing  like  a  mermaid,  and  foot  it  fo  lightly, 

The  forecastle's  pride,  anch  delight  of  the  crew  ? 
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But  poor  as  a  beggar,  and  often  in  tatters 

He  went,  though  his  fortune  was  kind  without  end- 

F°'r-y l  Cned  Blll»  and  them  there  fort  of  matters, 
What  s  the  good  on’t  d’ye  fee,  but  to  fuccour  a  friend. 

There’s  Nipcheefe  the  purfer,  by  grinding  and  fqueezing, 
Firfl  plund  ring,  then  leaving,  the  fhip  like  a  rat, 

The  eddy  of  fortune  hands  on  a  (tiff  breeze  in, 

mounts’  fierce  ?s  ^re>  a  dog-vane  in  his  Hat. 

My  bark,  through  hard  ftorms  on  life’s  ocean  fliould  rock  her, 
Though  flie  roll  in  misfortune,  and  pitch  end  for  end, 
No,  never  fhall  Bill  keep  a  fhot  in  the  locker, 

Wnen  by  handing  it  out,  he  can  fuccour  a  friend, 

Net  them  throw  out  their  wipes,  and  cry,  «  Spight  of  their 
*  croffcs, 

{  And  forgetful  of  toil  that  fo  hardly  they  bore, 

‘  That  failors,  at  fea,  earn  their  money  like  horfcs, 

‘  To  fquander  it  idly  like  affes  afbore  5 
Such  lubbers  their  jaw  would  coil  up,  could  they  meafure 
By  their  feelings,  the  gen’rous  delight  without  end, 

That  gives  birth  in  us  tars  to  that  trueft  ef  pleafure, 

The  handing  our  rhino  to  fuccour  a  friend. 

Why  what’s  all  this  nonfenfe  they  talks  of,  . and  pother. 
About  rights  of  man  ?  What  a  plague  are  they  at  ?  * 

If  they  mean  that  each  man  to  his  meffmate’s  a  brother. 
Why  the  lubberly  fwabs,  ev’ry  fool  can  tell  that. 

The  rights  of  us  Britons  we  knows  to  be  loyal, 

In  our  country’s  defence  our  Jafl  moments  to  fpend, 

To  fight  up  to  the  ears  to  protect  the  blood  royal, 

To  be  true  to  our  wives,  and  to  fuccour  a  friend. 

RONDEAU— in  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS.  . 


BEAUTY  I  fell,  who’ll  buy  ?  Who’ll  buy  ? 

Roles  and  lilies  girls,  here  am  I; 

Neither  black,  brown,  nor  fair,  fhall  have  caufe  for  com¬ 
plaint, 

They  flinll  look  like  angels,  and  all  without  paint: 

Who’ll  buy  ?  Who’ll  buy  ? 

Here  am  1. 

Come  maids  and  be  beautiful,  eafy’s  the  talk, 

Ufe  the  rouge  newly  taken  from  modefty’s  mafk; 

As  it  blooms  thall  fair  truth  fhew  your  heart  in  the  flufh5- 
And  duty’s  enamel  iliall  polifh  the  blufji, 


dibdin’s  selected  songs.  153 

For  duty  gives  charms  that  fhall  laft  all  your  lives: 

None  but  dutiful  daughters  make  beautiful  wives. 

Beauty  I  fell,  &c. 

Now’s  your  time,  all  ye  wives,  would  ye  beautiful  grow, 
Draw  fome  drops  from  content’s  lucid  fount  as  they  flow  ; 
Take  the  miidnefs  of  love,  throw'  away  all  the  art, 

Mix  thefe  in  endearment’s  alembic,  the  heart, 

Let  the  fire  of  attention  the  whole  gently  boil, 

Then  add  nature’s  beft  glols,  a  perpetual  fmile, 

Beauty  1  fell,  Sec. 

Come  round  me,  I’ve  wares  for  maid,  widow,  and  wife  : 
This  effence  of  truth  to  the  eyes  gives  a  life, 

This  tindture  of  fwcetnefs  fhall  lilies  difclofe, 

And  from  this,  virtue’s  balm,  fhall  fpriiag  beauty’s  beftrofe; 
Then  while  art’s  in  fafhion,  how  can  you  refufe. 

That  which  nature  and  re  afon  permit  you  to  ufe? 

Beauty  I  fell,  &c. 

BALLAD - IN  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS. 


TO  the  plain,  to  the  plain,  hark  !  hark  we  are  fummonM 
away  ; 

The  birds  with  new' notes  thrill  the  heart  through  the  ear* 
Trees  and  flow’rs  frefh  liv’ry  have  put  on  to. day, 

And  the  fun  with  new  glory  begins  his  career  1 
Some  fplendid  occafion  Arcadia  invites 

To  the  court  of  its  lov’d,  its  illuftrious  lord, 

Where,  while  pleafures  and  fports  blend  their  various  de¬ 
lights, 

Plenty  empties  her  well-loaded  horn  on  the  board. 

What,  what  can  it  mean  ? 

For  our  hearts’  king  and  queen 

May  juft  fate  thus  each  day  fome  new'  pleafures  prepare  : 
The  fports  now  begun! 

’Tis  the  nuptials  propitious  of  Fred’rick  their  fon, 

And  the  fong,  and  the  dance,  and  the  clarion  fo  loud. 

And  thofe  acclamations  we  hear  from  the  crowd, 
c  All  hail  the  royal  pair.’ 

Now  louder  it  growrs  !  ’tis  the  bridegroom  and  bride; 

W  hat  loyalty  rent  the  glad  air  as  it  rung, 

He  a  Mars  in  his  car,  Venus  fhe,  by  his  fide  ; 

He  a  hero,  and  (he  from  a  hero’s  race  fprung. 
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Venus  here  finds  her  court  ;  three  fvveet  Graces  are  fter 

The  fair  (^nZTioh^l0^!  mild  tbm  her  ,]ove’> 
Each  a  after  in  bea^,  fif^Tovl  ^  ^ 

And  feethe  glad  throng,  ‘  e‘ 

for  the  dance  and  the  long 

affeaion  p«p?«  ! 

G‘ W^liThe  t:g'X UPtiaiS  0f  Frederkk  hi’  f-> 

A  Aifon-!0hd  hurft  !t  W!‘at  ne"'  the  air  ! 

Wh-I  r  ,  1Cr  a  bnde  to  a  fo“d  brother  gives  ' 

Whde  a  father,  a  mother,  a  progeny  rare,  g 

T  nnll  3  lmpart.s  ‘ranfport,  and  tranfport  receives. 
Long,  long  may Their  joys  in  a  tide  of  Jove  flow 

TheUfiXntb.‘X  f  tfr°m  the  CODjuSal  f',u&t  "  hence’they  fprim 
The  firft  title  of  human  perfertmn  we  know  J  P  ‘ 

s  he  parent  whofe  virtues  illuflrate  the  kin  -. 

And  fee  the  glad  throng,  6 

lor  the  dance  and  the  long 

With  eager  refpedlful  attention  prepare  1 
i  he  fports  are  begun,  r 

cSSSt"cptiils  of  Frcdcrick  his  « 

BALLAD - IN  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS. 


I  THAT  once  wa?  a  ploughman,  a  failor  am  now, 

No  Jark  that  aloft  in  the  Iky, 

Tver  flutter’d  Cs  wings  to  give  fpeed  to  the  planet 
Was  fo  gay  or  fo  careiefs  as  I  : 

But  my  friend  wns  a  carfiudo  aboard  a  king’s  {hip, 
And  he  ax’d  me  to  go  juft  to  fea  for  a  trip, 

And  he  talk’d  of  fuch  things, 

As  if  failors  were  kiims. 

And  fo  teizing  did  keep, 

That  1  left  my  poor  plough  to  go  ploughing  the  deep  ; 
No  longer  the  horn 
Call  me  up  in  the  morn, 

1  trufted  the  carfindo  and  the  inconftant  wind, 

That  made  me  for  to  go  and  leave  my  dear  behind, 

I  did  not  much  like  for  to  be  aboard  a  fliip  ; 

When  in  danger  there’s  no  door  to  creep  ©ut : 
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i  liked  the  jolly  tars,  I  liked  bumbo  and  dip, 

Eut  I  did  not  like  rocking  about : 

By  and  by  comes  a  hurricane,  I  did  not  like  that : 

Next  a  battle  that  many  a  Tailor  laid  flat  : 

Ah,  cried  I,  who  would  roam 
That  like  me  had  a  home  ? 

Where  I’d  fow,  and  I’d  reap, 

Ere  I  kit  my  poor  plough,  to  go  ploughing  the  deep 
Vv  here  fweetly  the  horn  1  1 

Call’d  me  up  in  the  morn, 

Ere  I  trufted  the  carfindo  and  the  in  con  flan  t  wind, 

That  made  me  for  to  go  and  leave  my  dear  behind. 

At  Iaft  fafe  I  landed  and  in  a  whole  fkin 
Nor  did  I  make  any  long  flay, 

E-re  1  found  by  a  frienc,  whom  I  ax’d  for  my  kin, 
father  dead,  anci  my  wife  ran  away : 

Ah  who  but  thyfelf,  faid  1,  hart  thou  to  blame, 

Wives  lofing  their  hufbands,  of t  lofe  their  good  name  ; 
Ah  why  did  1  roam, 

When  fo  happy  at  home, 

I  could  fow,  and  could  reap. 

Ere  I  left  my  poor  plough,  to  go  ploughing  the  deep  : 
When  fo  fweetly  the  horn 
Call’d  me  up  in  the  morn: 

Curfe  light  upon  the  carfindo  and  the  inconflant  wind, 
d  hat  mad^  me  for  to  go  and  leave  my  dear  behind. 

Why  if  that  Ijc  the  cafe,  faid  this  very  fame  friend, 

And  you  ben’t  no  more  minded  to'roam, 

Sis  a  fhake  by  the  firt,  all  your  cares  at  an  end, 

Dad’s  alive,  and  your  wife  fafe  at  home  ! 

Stark  Haring  with  joy,  1  leapt  out  of  my  fkin, 

Bufs’d  my  wife,  mother,  filler,  and  all  of  my  kin; 

Now  cried  I,  let  them  roam, 

Who  want  a  good  home  ; 

I  am  well,  fo  I’ll  keep, 

Nor  again  leave  my  plough  to  go  ploughing  the  deco  • 
Once  more  fhall  the  horn  * 

Call  me  up  in  the  morn, 

Nor  fit  all  any  damn’d  carfindo,  nor  the  inconflant  wind, 
E  er  tempt  me  for  to  go,  and  leave  my  dear  behind, 

••■<•••<  <««»>  ^***>y- 

BALLAD  —  in  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS. 


,  THE  peafant  in  his  humble  cot, 
The  Ethiopc  on  the  Tandy  Nile, 
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The  mole-like  Laplander,  whofe  grot 
Hoads  little  genial  nature’s  fmile  : 

Thefe,  bled  with  virtue,  are  not  poor; 

Her  cheering  voice  fuch  thrilling  comfort  brings, 
It  throws  around  the  thatch  obfeure 
A  joy  that  fliames  the  palaces  of  kings. 

Oh  virtue,  farrowing  man’s  relief, 

In  pity  by  kind  heaven  fent, 

That  tear’ft  away  the  thorn  of  grief, 

And  plant’d  indead  the  rofe  content! — 

Thy  fmalled  fpark  fuch  ludre  owns, 

With  it  fuch  truth  and  dignity  it  brings, 

It  throws  obfeurity  on  thrones. 

And  beams  to  dim  the  diadem  of  kings ! 

BALLAD — IN  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS. 


SWEET  fung  the  lark,  high  pois’d  in  air, 
When  on  as  fweet  a  morn, 

In  Hymen’s  fane,  one  fate  to  fhare, 

Anna  and  I  were  fworn. 

Sweetly  the  thrufh,  in  varied  fong, 

The  vacant  joy  encreas’d, 

When  kindly  came  the  village  throng 
To  join  the  marriage  fead. 

But  fweeter  fang  the  nightingale, 

Love’8  herald  of  the  grove, 

When  Cynthia,  through  the  diver  vale, 
Led  to  the  bow’r  of  love  ! 

The  lark’s  fweet  morning  fong  of  joy 
Is  known  by  that  content, 

A  lovely  girl  and  blooming  boy, 

Are  given  us  to  cement : 

The  thrufh  dill  merrily  at  noon, 

In  varied  cadence  fings, 

When  fmiling  fortune  oft  fome  boon, 

To  cheer  our  labour,  brings  : 

Nor,  time  far  didant,  dial  1  wc  grieve, 
Though  bleffing  now  and  bled, 

When  Philomel,  at  nature’s  eve. 

Shall  lull  us  into  red. 


BALLAD— -IN  PRIVATE  -THE  AT  RICA  LI. 


DEAR  John  prithee  tell  me,  cried  Ruth; 

To  Gubbins,  hcrhufbaHtl,  one  day, 
Dod  not  think,  in  good  footh, 

I  lhould  fwear  but  the  truth 

Did  I  fwear  what  I  am  going  to  fay  ? 

That  wedlocks’s  a  date, 

In  good  humour,  that  fate 

Contriv’d  to  blefs  woman  and  man, 
And  that  Giles  here’s  an  afs. 

Who  fuch  fortune  lets  pafs  ? 

All  lhould  marry  as  foon  as  they  can. 

Why  Goody,  cried  Gubbins,  you  know 
My  thoughts  of  the  thing  ’fore  to  day , 
Nor,  as  I  lhail  {hew, 

Need  one  many  miles  go 
To  prove  what  I  am  going  to  far. 

Did  wives  ever  fcold, 

Were  they  ugly,  or  old, 

A  fpoufe  were  a  miferable  man  : 

But  fmooth  is  their  tongue, 
i'hey’re  all  comely  and  young  f 

Giles  get  married  asfGon  as  you  can. 

If  one’s  children  one  wifh’d  in  their  grave 
Still  plaguing  one  day  after  day, 

The  girls  f'afhion’s  haves, 

Thy  boys  puppies  and  knaves, 

One  then  might  have  fomething  to  fay  ; 
But  brats  are  no  evil, 

They  ne’er  play  the  devil, 

^  Nor  have  wives  from  their  duty  e’er  ran 
Then  fince,  my  friend  Giles, 

Wedlock  greets  you  with  fmilcs, 

Get  married  as  foon  as  you  can 

Cried  Ruth,  will  you  let  your  tongue  rua 
Here  you  feurvy  old  villain  I  rule  ! 
Rogues  there  are,  faid  the  fon, 

But,  old  Quiz,  am  I  one  ? 

Cried  the  daughter,  my  father's  a  fool 
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Don’t  you  fee,  Gubbins  cried, 

I’ve  the  tendered  bride. 

And  bed  children  that  ever  bled  man! 

Giles  would  you  be  dri  /en, 

To  bedlam  or  heaven. 

Get  married  as  foon  as  you  can  ! 

••O" 

BALLAD—  IN  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS. 


LET  fons  of  doth  dream  time  away, 
Regardlefs  what  may  follow, 

And  rail  at  us  who  wake  the  day 

With  horn,  and  hound,  and  hollow: 
We  their  purfuits  fhould  find  the  fame. 

To  their  fecrets  were  we  privy, 

Each  man  to  hunt  fome  favourite  game 
Through  life  goes  on  tantivy. 

The  book-worm  hunts  the  ancient  fcheols. 
And  walks  with  Aridotle, 

Black-leg*  and  ladies  hunt  for  fools, 

The  toper  hunts  his  bottle. 

Thus  fhould  we  find,  whate’er  the  name, 
To  their  fecrets  were  we  privy, 
Mankind  to  hunt,  See. 

When  doiStors  come  in  at  the  death, 

For  true  bred  hunters  thefe  are, 

The  patient  cries,  with  his  lad  breath, 

“  Et*tu  Brute!  then  fall  Casfar.” 

Thus  we  with  fafety  might  proclaim, 

To  tkeir  fecrets  were  we  privy, 
Mankind  to  hunt,  See . 

The  mifanthrope  hunts  out  for  woes, 
Muck-worms  are  for  gold  purfuing, 
While  neck  and  nothing,  as  he  goes, 

The  fpend thrift  hunts  his  ruin. 

Bold  tars  for  honour  hunt  the  wind, 
Outrageous  faints  hunt  fmners, 

While  with  round  belly,  capon-lin’d, 

Fat  aldermen  hunt  dinners. 

Thus  fhould  we  find  men’s  views  the  fame. 

To  their  fecrets  were  we  priyy, 

All  hunt,  &c. 
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Fame  courtiers  hunt  from  place  to  pi  ace, 
Rakes  hunts  new  fets  of  features, 

Wiiiie  generous  hearts  urge  on  the  chafe,. 

To  relieve  their  fellow  creatures  : 

Let  us,  while  to  our  adlion’s  aim, 
Regardlefs  who  are  privy, 

In  chafe  of  pleafure,  as  fair  game, 

7  hrough. life  go  on  tantivy. 


BALLAD* - IN  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS. 


POOR  Peggy  lov’d  a  foldier  lad, 

More,  far  more,  than  tongue  can  tell  ye, 

Yet  was  her  tender  bofom  fad 
Whene’er  file  heard  the  loud  ieveliez.* 

The  fifes  were  fcreetch  owls  to  her  ears. 
The  drums  like  thunder  feem’d  to  rattle. 

Ah  too  prophetic  were  her  fears, 

They  call’d  him  from  her  arms  to  battle! 

There  wonders  lie  againft  the  foe 
Perform’d,  and  was  with  laurels  crown’d, 
Vain  pomp  !  for  foon  death  laid  him  low 
On  the  col4  ground. 

Her  heart  all  love,  her  foul  all  truth, 

That  none  her  fears  or  flight  difcover. 

Poor  Peg,  in  guifc  a  comely  youth, 
Follow'd  to  the  field  her  lover. 

Directed  by  the  fife  and  drum, 

To  where  the  work  of  death  was  doing, 
Where  of  brave  hearts  the  time  was  come, 
Who,  feeking  honour, .grafp  at  ruin. 

Her  very  foul  was  chill’d  with  woe, 

New  horror  came  in  every  found, 

And  whifper’d  death  had  laid  him  low 
Cn  the  cold  ground. 

With  mute  afH'&ion  as  fhe  flood, 

While  her  woman’s  fears  confound  her 
With  terror  all  her  foul  lubdu’d, 

A  mourning  train  came  thronging  round  her: 

The  plaintive  fife  and  muffl’d  drum 
The  martial  obfequies  difcover. 

His  name  fhe  heard,  and  err  rnu’i 
FaifhffP  tv.  n  my  murder’d  lover! 
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i  hen  heart-rent  by  a  figh  of  woe, 

Fel!»r/°  grief  of  sif  around, 

b>  here  death  had  laid  her  lover  low 
On  the  cold  ground  ! 


BALLAD— in  private  theatrical*. 


MANKIND  all  get  drunk,  ay  and  womankind  too, 

As  by  proof  I  (hall  prefsntly  fnew  you: _ 

See  that  upftart,  to  power  who  unworthily  grew, 

,¥  With  good  fortune  fo  drunk  he  don’t  know  you. 

'.t  hen  round  with  the  bowl,  the  tree’s  known  by  its  trunk., 
Wis  not  liquor  our  natures  can  vary  ; 

And  pow’r  as  completely  can  make  a  man  drunk 
As  claret,  or  fack,  or  canary. 

\\  jiy  reels  that  poor  wretch  ?  Why  his  eyes  does  he  roll  l 
Why  mutter  and  dorm  in  that  fafhion  1 
What  wine  has  he  drank  ?  How  oft  emptied  the  bowl ! 

Not  at  all  fir,  the  man’s  in  a  paflion  ! 

•*  lien  round  with  the  bow),  the  tree’s  known  bv  its  trunk  ’ 

3  Mri  *  1  *  < 

i  is  not  liquor  our  natures  can  vary. 

And  pafiibn  as  eafy  can  make  mortals  drunk 
As  claret,  or  fack,  or  canary. 

See  that  whimfeal  creature,  now  cry,  and  now  laugh, 
Now  rave,  and  now  form,  and  now  fidget  ! 

He’s  not  drunk  fir,  for  all  he’s  fo  like  a  £?reat  calf. 

,  t  O  7 

Tis  jealoufy  makes  him  an  idiot ! 

Then  round  with  the  bow!,  the  trees  known  by  its  trunk, 
’Tis  not  liquor  our  natures  can  vary, 

And  love  as  completely  can  make  a  man  drunk 
As  claret,  or  fack,  or  canary. 

Sec  thofc  beautiful  creatures  like  angels  come  on, 

Form’d  us  fellows  to  keep  to  our  tether, 

Say,  ’ent  it  a  pity  they  are  ali  half  gone  ! 

Not  with  wine,  but  a  cap  and  a  feather  ! 

Then  round  with  the  bowl,  the  tree’s  known  by  its  trunk* 
’Tis  not  liquor  our  natures  can  vary, 

And  fafhicn  as  eafy  can  make  ladies  drunk 
As  claret,  or  fack,  or  canary. 

Thus  paiTion,  or  power,  or  whim,  or  caprice, 

Poor  mortals  can  make  non  i*  ipfej 
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We  fwill  like  a  fpunge,  or  a  mayor  at  a  feafl. 
The  men  drunk,  and  the  ladies  all  tipfev  .  ^ 
Then  round  with  the  bowl,  the  tree’s  knownby  its 
»Tis  not  liquor  our  natures  tan  vary, 

And  folly  as  eafy  can  make  mortals  drunk 
As  claret,  orfack,  or  canary. 


BALLAD - IN  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS. 


jpAPPER  Ted  Tattoo  is  my  natty  name, 
For  a  roll  or  a  trevally, 

Among  the  girls  loud  founds  my  fame, 
When  I  their  quarters  rally. 

For  with  fife  and  drum 
I  fmirking  come. 

Leer,  cock  my  hat, 

Swear  and  all  that, 

Nor  never  dread 
A  broken  head 

Where  the  caufe  of  ftrife’s  a  doxy  : 

But  as  for  wars, 

And  wounds,  and  fears. 

And  fighting  foes, 

And  thumps,  and  blows, 

I’d  rather  fight  by  proxy. 

When  chiefs  and  privates  mingled  lie, 
And  gafp  without  afiifiance, 

In  baggage  waggon,  perch’d  up,  I 
Stand  umpire  at  a  di fiance  ; 

And  with  fife  and  drum 
I  fmirking  come, 

’Mongft  foldier’s  wives, 

Who  lead  merry  lives, 

Nor  ever  dread 
A  broken  head 

Where  the  caufe  of  firife’s  a  doxy  : 

Let  their  hufbands  go. 

And,  ’gainft  the  foe 
Gain  glory’s  fears 
In  honour’s  wars  : 

I’d  rather  fight  by  proxy. 

Yet  think  ye  1  am  not  renown’d 
In  foreign  wars  and  civil, 

O  2 
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Why,  fir,  when  fafe  at  home  and  found, 

Zounds  I  could  fight  the  devil ? 

And  with  fife  and  drum, 

Can  fm irking  come, 

And  cock  my  hat, 

Leer  and  all  that. 

Nor  never  dread 
A  broken  head, 

When  the  caufe  of  ftrife’s  a  doxy  .* 

Let  others  go, 

And,  ’gainfl:  the  foe, 

Gain  glory’s  fears 
Jn  honour’s  wars : 
i  d  rather  fight  by  proxy. 

Thus  through  the  world  I  make  a  noife 
Where’er  I’am  a  fojourner. 

The  mighty  wonder  and  furprifc 
Of  every  chimney  corner! 

Where  with  fife  and  drum 
1  fmirking  come, 

And  rap  out  zounds,. 

And  talk  of  wounds, 

N or  ever  dread 
A  broken  head 

T/here  the  caufe  of  ftrife’s  a  doxy  : 

They’re  fools  who  go, 

And,  ’gainfl  the  foe. 

In  glory’s  wars 
Gain  honour’s  fears : 

I’m  wife,  and  fight  by  proxy. 

BALLAD — -IN  private  theatricals. 


LADIES  and  gentlemen  I’m  a  beau, 

A  beau  I  have  been  all  my  life, 

And  yet  may  the  devil  fetch  me  if  I  know 
How  I,  whofe  whole  trade  is 
To  tickle  up  the  ladies. 

Have  never  vet  got  me  a  wife. 

1  darted  in  life  ’bout  the  year  fixty  two. 

My  fmall  clothes  were  fcarlet,  my  dockings  were  blue 
My  fiioes  were  half. boots,  pudding  ileeves  too  I  wore, 
My  hat  in  the  true  pidol  cock,  and  the  more 
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O’er  the  fair  to  prevail, 

I  fported  a  fine  ramilie  for  a  cue, 

For  what’s  a  beau  or  a  monkey  without  a  tail  ? 

Fafliion  thus  yields  to  fafhion,  as  night  yields  to  day. 

The  huge  hat  that  was  cock’d  with  an  air 
Soon  was  kick’d  out  of  doors,  of  the  fmart  Nivernois 
The  charm’d  world  fung  the  praifes, 

The  belles  put  on  jaxies, 

And  the  beaux  (ported  now  their  own  hair. 

By  that  time  it  came  to  the  year  fevcnty-two, 

The  fafliion s  of  mixture  of  old  were  and  new; 

Your  hair  like  a  bufhel  might  look  ©r  a  wig, 

Or  nine  hairs  of  a  fide,  with  the  tail  of  a  pig, 

For  me  o’er  the  fair  to  prevail, 

I  had  feven  yards  of  ribbon  to  make  me  a  queue, 

For  what’s  a  beau  or  a  monkey  without  a  tail  ? 

Again  with  the  varying  modes  did  I  jump, 

Of  fafliion  I  gave  the  grand  pas; 

My  coat  hung  to  my  heels,  or  was  tuck’d  to  my  rump. 

In  all  circles  fhoving, 

A  beau,  or  a  floven. 

With  a  flouch,  or  a  chapeau  de  bras  : 

Thus  I  fported  my  figure  about  eighty. two, 

Drove  a  two.ftory  gig,  that  four  pony  rats  drew, 

Wore  a  coat  with  feven  capes,  thirteen  waiflcoats  in  6nc; 
And,  that  I  might  ne’er  be  in  folly  outdone. 

With  the  fair  to  prevail, 

A  large  porter’s  knot  would  have  fcarcc  held  my  queue, 

For  what’s  a  beau  or  a  monkey  without  a  tail? 

Thus  in  all  forts  of  modifli  aflfembles  the  fir  ft. 

Have  my  purfe,  health,  and  fpirits  been  hack’d, 

But  the  polifli  worn  off,  nothing  left  but  the  ruft, 
l  of  fafhion’s  ftrange  ftages, 

Like  Shakefpcare’s  Seven  Ages, 

Play  the  farce,  though  I’m  in  at  the  laft  a<ft, 

Ariived  to  year  of  Our  Lord  ninety-two, 

I  drefs,  and  1  coax,  and  l  flirt,  but  won’t  do; 

At  a  hundred  and  one  I  fliould  ftfll  be  a  fop, 
lut  done  up,  and  nick  named  by  the  world  the  grey  crop, 
Can  I  hope  to  prevai1, 

To  play  gallantry’s  part  I  have  now  loft  my  cue, 

For  what’s  a  beau  or  a  monkey  without  a  tail. 
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ALAS  !  the  battle’s  loft  and  won, 

Dick  Flint’s  borne  off  the  field 
By  death,  from  whom  the  ftouteft  run? 

Who  makes  whole  armies  yield  ! 
Dick  well  in  honour’s  footftep  trodj, 
Brav’d  war  and  its  alarms, 

Now  death  beneath  the  humble  fod 
Has  grounded  his  arms  ! 

Dick’s  march’d  before  us,  on  a  rout 
Where  ev’ry  foldier’s  lent, 

His  fire  is  dead,  his  courage  out, 

His  ammunition  fpent  : 

His  form  fo  atftive’s  now  a  clod? 

His  grace  no  longer  charms, 

For  death  beneath  the  humble  fod 
Has  grounded  his  arms  ! 

Come  fire  a  volly  o’er  his  grave, 

Dead  marches  let  us  beat ; 

War’s  honours  well  become  the  brave3 

Who  found  their  laft  retreat. 

All  muft  obey  Fate’s  awful  nod. 

Whom  life  this  moment  warms, 

Death  foon  or  late,  beneath  the  fod 

Will  around  the  foldicr’s  arms  ! 

□ 


**«(V*4 


BALLAD - IN  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS. 


ADIEU  my  gallant  failor,  obey  thy  duty’s  call, 

Though  falfe  the  fea,  thsre’s  truth  afliore; 

Till  nature  is  found  changing,  thou’rt  fure  of  ccnftanfc 
Poll  : 

And  yet,  as  now  we  fever, 

Ah  much  I  fear  that  never 
Shall  1  alas  behold  thee  more. 

Jack  kifs’d  her,  hitch’d  his  trowfers,  and  hied  him  to  begone^ 
Weigh’d  anchor,  and  loft  fight  of  fliore  , 

Next  day  a  brifk  fouth-weftcr  a  heavy  gale  brought  on, 
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Adieu  cried  Jack  for  ever, 

For  much  I  fear  that  never 
Shall  I,  fweet  Poll,  behold  you  more. 

Poll  heard  that  to  the  bottom  was  funk  her  honed  tar, 

And  for  a  while  lamented  fore  ; 

At  length  cried  lire,  i’ll  marry  ;  what  ihould  I  tarry  for  ? 

I  may  lead  apes  for  ever, 

Jack’s  gone,  and  never,  never 
Shall  I  alas,  behold  him  more  ! 

Jack  fafe  and  found  returning,  fought  out  h:s  faithful  Poll, 
Think  you,  cried  fhe,  that  fabe  I  fwore,^  ^ 

I’m  condant  dill  as  ever,  ’tis  nature’s  cliang  d,  that  s  all  ; 
And  thus  we  part  for  ever, 

For  never,  failor,  never 
Shall  I  behold  you  more  ! 

If,  as  you  fay,  that  naturelike  winds  can  (liift  and  veer, 
About  fhip  for  a  kinder  fhore, 

1  bear’d  the  trick  you  play’d  me,  and  fof  d’ye  fee,  my  dear, 
To  a  kind  heart  for  ever 
I’ve  fpliced  myfelf,  fo  never 
Shall  I  falfe  Poll,  behold  you  more. 

I 

BALLAD — IN  PRIVATE  THEATRICAL!. 


SPANKING  Jack  was  fo  comely,  fo  pleafant  fo  jolly, 

Though  winds  blew  great  guns,  Gill  he’d  whittle  and  fing, 
Jack  lov’d  his  friend,  and  was  true  to  his  Molly, 

And,  if  honour  gives  greatnefs,  was  great  as  a  king  : 

One  night,  as  we  drove  with  two  reefs  in  the  main  fail. 

And  the  feud  came  on  low ’ring  upon  a  lee  fhore, 

Jack  went  up  aloft,  for  to  hand  the  top  gantfail, 

A  {pray  wafh’d  him  off,  and  we  ne’er  faw  him  more  ; 

But  grievjng’s  a  folly, 

Come  let  us  be  jolly, 

If  we’ve  troubles  on  fca  boy,  we’ve  pleafures  ’fhore. 

Whiffling  Tom  dill  of  mifehief,  or  fun  in  the  middle, 
Through  life  in  all  weathers  at  random  would  jog, 

He  d  dance,  and  he’d  fing,  and  he’d  play  on  the  fiddle, 

And  iwig  with  an  air  his  allowance  of  grop-  : 

Long  fide  of  a  Don,  in  the  Terrible  frigate, 

As  yar  *  arm  and  yard  arm  we  lav  od' the  fhore, 
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In^?d  whifflillS  Tom  did  fo  caper  and  jig  it, 

ns  head  was  fhot  oil,  and  we  ne’er  faw  him  more  : 

But  gneving’s  a  folly,  &c. 

Bonny  Ben  was  to  each  jolly  meffmate  a  brother, 

He  was  manly  and  honed,  good  natured  and  free, 

It  ever  one  tar  was  more  true  than  auother, 

I  o  his  friend  and  his  duty,  that  failor  was  he  : 

One  day  with  the  davit  to  weigh  the  cadge  anchor, 

Ben  went  in  the  boat  on  a  bold  craggy  there, 

Ke  over  board  tiptr  when  a  thark  and  a  fpanker, 

Soon  nipt  him  in  two,  and  we  ne’er  faw  him  more  ! 

<  But  grieving’s  a  folly,  &c. 

But  what  of  it  all  lads,  lhail  we  be  down  hearted 
Becaufe  that  mayhap  we  now  take  our  laft  fup  ? 

Lite’s  cable  mud  one  day  or  other  be  parted, 

And  death  in  fafe  moorings  will  bring  us  all  up  : 

But  tis  always  the  way  on’t,  one  fcarce  finds  a  brother 
Fond  as  pitch,  honed,  hearty,  and  true  to  the  core, 

But  by  battle,  or  dorm,  or  fome  damn’d  thing  or  other, 
He’s  popp  d  off  the  hooks ^  and  we  ne’er  fee  him  more  ! 

But  grieving’s  a  folly,  &e. 


*H>-* 


BALLAD— i  N  private  theatricals. 


ARRAH  if  ’tis  no  lie  in  this  world  we  are  living* 

And  it  en’t,  lor  it’s  feen  every  day, 

That  the  trued  of  joys  honed  heat  ts  are  receiving 
Are  tliofe  they  are  giving  away. 

Sure  men  are  all  fiders,  and  coufins,  and  brothers, 

And  ’tis  clear  to  the  dupided  elf 
That  the  bed  kind  of  comfort  a  man  gives  to  others, 

Is  that  which  he  takes  to  himfelf: 

Thus  this  bodder  and  game,  this  fame  meutn  and  tuum, 
Means  the  devil  a  meaning  but  fuum. 

For  your  friend’s  peace  of  mind  fliould  you  let  your  mouth- 
water, 

And  be  getting  the  wifTi  you  obtain, 

In  podefling  his  purfe,  or  his  wife  or  his  daughter. 

What  delight  would  the  joy  be  but  pain. 

Then  let  knav’ry  alone,  the  vain  work’s  ufelcfs  labour,. 
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Be’t  for  love,  or  for  povv’r  or  for  pelf, 

For  ev’ry  wrong  that  a  man  does  his  neighbour* 

Sure  is  he  not  doing  himfclf  ? 

Thus  this  boddcr,  &c. 

If  I’m  rich,  and  fliould  chufe  to  do  good  to  another, 

Arrah  fait  for  the  felfiili  defign 
Devil  tank  me,  for  if  you  allow  I’m  his  brother, 

Fait  and  eonfcience  fure  is  not  he  mine  ? 

But,  fays  mu  fly  Morality,  chufe  objects  fitting; 

Juft  your  fcrmons  lay  by  on  the  fhelf ; 

Why  you  flupid  old  big  wig,  arrah  fure  ’ent  I  getting 
For  one  joy  of  his  ten  for  myfelf. 

Thus  this  bodder,  &c. 

Then  from  fuch  bothoration  in  pity  releafe  us, 

Fortune  all  you  beftow  will  repay, 

And  though  poor  as  Job,  you’ll  all  be  as  rich  as  Craefus 
For  you’ll  keep  what  you’ve  given  away: 

The  fine  generous  maxim  then  while  you’re  purfuing 
Spend  your  all  to  hoard  mountains  of  pelf. 

Soar  high  while  you’re  finking,  be  profpcrous  in  ruin, 

And  give  joy  to  enjoy  it  yourfelf. 

And  thus  have  I  proved,  &c« 

<5“5>  »h>'« 

BALLAD—  IN  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS, 


BLEAK  was  the  morn  when  William  left  his  Nancy 
The  fleecy  fnow  frown’d  on  the  whiten’d  fhorc, 
Cold  as  the  fears  that  chill’d  her  dreary  fancy, 
While  fire  her  failor  from  her  bofom  tore  : 

To  his  fill’d  heart  a  little  Nancy  prefling, 

While  a  young  tar  the  ample  trowfers  ey’d, 
in  need  of  firmncfs,  in  this  date  diflreifing, 

Will  cheek’d  the  rifing  figh,  and  fondly  cried, 
Ne’er  fear  the  perils  of  the  fickle  ocean, 

Sorrow’s  a  notion, 

Grief  all  in  vain; 

Sweet  love  take  heart, 

For  we  muft  part 

In  joy  to  meet  again. 

Loud  blew  the  wind,  when  leaning  on  that  willow 
Where  the  dear  name  of  William  flood, 
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When  Nancy  faw,  tofs'd  by  afaithlefs  billow, 

A  fliip  da fli'd ‘gain ft  a  rock  that  topp'd  the  flood  : 
Her  tender  heart  with  frantic  borrow  thrilling, 

Wild  as  the  ftorm  that  howl'd  along  the  fhore. 

No  longer  could  refill  a  ftroke  fo  killing, 

’Tis  he,  file  cried,  nor  fhall  L  fee  him  more  ! 

Why  did  he  ever  trull  the  fickle  ocean, 

$orrowcs  my  portion, 

Mifery  and  pain  ! 

Break  my  poor  heart. 

For  now  we  part, 

Never  to  meet  again, 

Mild  was  the  eve,  all  nature  was  fmiling. 

Four  tedious  years  had  Nancy  pafs'd  in  grief, 

When,  with  her  children  the  fad  hours  beguiling 
She  faw  her  William  fly  to  her  relief? 

Sunk  in  his  arms  with  blifs  he  quickly  found  her, 

But  foon  return'd  to  life,  to  love,  and  joy, 

While  her  grown  young  ones  anxioufly  furround  her, 
And  now  Will  clafps  his  girl  and  now  his  boy  ; 

Did  I  not  fay,  though  ‘tis  a  fickle  ocean, 

Sorrow's  all  a  notion, 

Grief  all  in  vain  ? 

My  joy  how  fweet, 

For  now  we  meet, 

Never  to  part  again ! 

BALLAD— IN  PRIVATE  THEATRICAL#, 


LIFE’S  a  jeft,  fays  the  poet,  arrah  fure  Ms  a  pun — 

Men  call  black  for  white  through  foine  quibbling  pfe« 
tence, 

And  exprefiions  flill  ufe  where  the  found  is  all  one, 

Though  as  diflant  as  London  from  Dublin  the  fenfe 
Then  let  ’em  now  juft  go  their  gig  and  their  fun, 

This  life  by  my  foul’s  nothing  more  than  a  pun, 

Where  men  play  on  our  paftions  to  turn  us  all  fools, 

And  make  puns  and  quibbles,  that  we  may  make  bull# 

That  he’s  o’er  head  and  ears  the  fond  lover  declares, 

And  muft  marry  or  hang— the  dear  creature  befet, 
Confents,  little  dreaming  he  puns  while  he  fwears, 

For  the  ucf  docs  not  mean  he’s  in  love,  but  in  debt* 
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Then  let  them  now  juft  go  their  gig  and  their  fun, 

This  life  by  my  foul’s  nothing  more  than  a  pun. 

Where  fine  dafliing  lovers  fond  widows  turn  fools. 

And  make  puns  and  quibbles,  that  they  may  make  bulls- 
That  fweet  babe,  fays  old  Bolus,  I’ll  quickly  reftorc 

To  that  mother  from  whom  the  dear  creature  had  birth  • 
Punning  rogue,  by  and  by  fir  the  child  is  no  more, 

So  he  lies  and  fpeaks  truth,  for  he  meant  mother  earth! 
Then  let  them  now  juft  go  their-  gig  and  their  fun, 

This  life  by  my  foul’s  nothing  more  than  a  pun, 

And  thus  learned  phyficians  their  patients  turn  fools, 

And  make  puns  and  quibbles,  that  they  may  make  bulls 

Says  the  courtier,  my  friend,  you  (hall  have  a  fnug  place, 

A  douceur  or  two  more  and  your  fuit  cannot  fail  ! 

The  dear  punning  courtier  gets  into  difgrace, 

And  you  get  fure  enough  a  fnug  place  in  a  jail  ! 

Then  let  ’em  now  juft  go  their  gig  and  their  fun, 

This  lire  by  my  foul’s  nothing  more  than  a  pun, 

And  thus  courtiers  turn  their  dependants  and  fools, 

And  make  puns  and  quibbles  that  they  may  make  bulls 
>  bus  one  thing  they  fay,  and  another  exprefs, 

Thus  feathers  cut  throats,  thus  are  fycophants  civil. 
i  )on  t  hi  (hops  and  ladies  fay  no,  and  mean  yes  ? 

Don’t  we  call  women  angels  for  playing  the  devil  ? 

I  hen  let  them  now  juft  go  their  gig  and  their  fun, 

This  life  by  my  foul’s  nothing  more  than  a  pun, 

1  bus  men  laugh  in  their  fleeves,  while  they  turn  their  friends 
foo's, 

And  make  puns  and  quibbles,  that  they ‘may  mak  bulb 


RONDEAU - IN  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS. 


WHO  calls  ? — Who  call?  ? 
Who  Wifdom  calls  by  Mom  us’  name  ? 

TWho  needs  a  fample  of  my  quality  ? 
Momus  and  wifdom  are  the  fame, 
Wifdom’s  god’s  the  god  of  jollity. 

Let  the  dark  fage  who  low’rs  and  ficowls, 
And  broods  o’er  melancholy, 
ek  creeping  fnakes  and  hooting  ovv4s, 
And  call  all  plcafure  folly  : 

P 
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If  this  be  truth,  truth  fpe^ks  in  lies, 

This  axiom  nought  can  vary, 

,  If  to  be  merry’s  to  be  wife, 

To  be  wife  is  to  be  merry. 

Who  calls  ?  &c. 

Be  mortals  motives  what  they  may, 

Pow’r,  love,  ambition,  treafure, 

In  fpight  of  all  wife  fools  can  fay. 

The  end  propos’d  is  pleafure. 

That  truth  which  contradicts  me,  lies; 

This  axiom  ought  can  vary. 

If  to  be  merry’s  to  be  wife, 

To  be  wife  is  to  be  merry 
Who  calls  ?  &c. 

See  laughter  at  my  beck  appears, 

And  holds  up  men  and  manners, 

Hafte  joy’s  recruit’s,  Whim’s  volunteers. 

Lift  under  Momus’  banners  : 

I  Folly  drefs  in  Wifdom’s  guife. 

Nor  can  my  maxims  vary  : 

If  to  be  merry’s  to  be  wife, 

To  be  wife  is  to  be  merry. 

Who  calls  ?  &c, 

RONDEAU - IN  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS. 


A  MIGHTY  fultan  once  for  fun 
Indulged  an  inclination, 

’Tis  odds  by  them  my  ftory’s  done 
You’ll  make  its  application. 

A  wag  he  lent  for  to -his  court, 

Who,  each  way  you  can  mention, 
To  furnith  whim,  and  fun,  and  fport, 
Still  tortured  his  invention. 

To  pleafe  this  fultan,  &c. 

’Mongft  Folly’s  Tons  and  daughters  to# 
With  Satire  did  he  wander, 

And  ftiil  attempting  fomething  new, 
Relying  on  the  candour 

Of  this  mighty  iultan,  &c. 

At  length  his  frolics  at  an  end, 

Cried  one,  1  do  not  bam  you, 
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Bat  as  you  merit,  my  good  friend, 

He’ll  either  fave  or  dam  you, 

Will  this  mighty  fultan,  Ac. 

Bat,  for  your  comfort,  he  is  juft, 

And  ealily  contented, 

Nor  to  him  e’er  did  any  truft 
Who  afterwards  repented. 

You  are  the  fultan  who  for  fun 
Indulge  an  inclination, 

1  am  the  wag — my  ftory’s  done — 

Now  make  its  application, 

<<***>>  '•<>« 

BALLAD— in  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS 


IN  the  motley  feather’d  race 
Mankind  you  may  diftincftly  trace, 
Evermore  on  pieafure’s  wing 
Idly  roving, 

Fighting,  loving, 

They  chatter,  croak,  and  hoot,  and  &ng. 

Nor  is  my  fimile  unfair, 

Among  the  people  of  the  air 

Are  birds  of  night  and  birds  of  day, 

Birds  that  on  each  other  prev, 

Birds  that  whiftle,  birds  that  croak. 

Birds  that  are  a  Handing  joke, 

Birds  that  decoy,  and  mock  and  call! 

So  like  to  birds  are  mortals  all  : 

That  in  the  motley  feather’d  race, 
Mankind  you  may  diftinHly  trace, 
Evermore  on  pieafure’s  wing, 

Idly  roving, 

Fighting,  loving, 

They  charter,  croak,  and  hoot,  and  ling. 

Thou  haft  feen  upon  the  prowl, 

Grave  as  any  judge*  an  owl, 

On  birds  and  mice  at  random  feize, 

For  wren,  of  linnet, 

Watch  the  minute, 

And  make  a  fnatch  by  way  of  fees  : 

Lawyers,  who  deal  in  froth  and  words,, 


I 


!7~  bibdin’s  selected  songs. 

What  are  they  all  but  humming-birds  ? 

Oeefe  are  thofe  who  go  to  lavsq 
A  hoarding  mifer’s  a  jackdaw  ' 

Fond  doves,  like  love^kii^d  toy, 
a  buifinch  is  an  Irish  joy, 

worth’s  the  humble  wren, 

Wiidc  corm’rants  are  all  aldermen  ! 

tnus  in  tiie  motley  feather’d  race,  &c. 
Vain  peacocks  thou  ha  0  feen,  who  hide 
Their  ugly  feel,  though  puff’d  with  pride  j 
i  .ins,  while  they  la  IE  infuitfhme’s  hour, 
Spacious  wonders, 

Hide  the  blunders, 

ioi  gaudy  peacocks,  plum’d  with  power  : 

Fools  fo  love  knaves  one  can’t  defery 
The  dove-houfe  from  the  rookery  : 

* J1£  me'ercfl:  dolt  can  tcil  you  who 
Are  like  the  wagtail  and  cuckoo  : 

-A-nd  all  know  thofe  who  fwear  and  lie 
Are  like  the  noify  chatt’ring  pie  : 

A  hen’s  a  flirt,  with  frizzl’d  top, 

And  what’s  the  duck-taii’d-jay  ?~A  crop  ! 

Thus  in  the  motley  feather’d  race,  &c. 

<^> 

BALLAD - IK  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS 


WHEN  I  comes  to  town  with  a  load  of  hay, 
Mean  and  iowly  though  I  feein, 

I  knows  pretty  well  how  they  figures  away, 
While  I  whi flies  and  drives  my  team: 

Your  natty  fparks,  and  flafliy  dames 
How  do  1  love  to  queer, 

I  runs  my  rigs, 

And  patters,  and  giggs, 

And  plays  a  hundred  comical  games. 

To  all  that  comes  near: 

Then  in  a  pet 
To  hear  ’em  fret, 

A  mobbing  away  they  go — 

(“  The  fcoundrt  1  deferres  to  be  horfc  whipt  * 

‘  Who,  me  ma’am  ?’) 

Wo  Ball,  wo! 


' 
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So  to  mind  them  I  ne’er  feem, 

But  whittles  and  drives  my  team  ! 

So  as  I  feems  thinking  of  nothing  at  all. 

And  driving  as  faft  as  I  can, 

I  pins  a  queer  thing  againft  the  wall, 

Half  a  monkey,  and  half  a  man  ! 

The  mob  came  round  him  to  put  up  his  blood, 

While  he’s  trembling  from  top  to  toe. 

My  whip  it  goes  fpank, 

I  tips  Ball  on  the  flank, 

Ball  plunges,  and  paints  him  all  over  with  mud, 

Queers  his  (lockings,  and  fpoils  the  beau  l 
Then  then  the  fweet  pretty  dear 
Ah  could  you  but  hear, 

(“  Odds  curfe  you,  I’ll  make  you  know, 

“  You  infernal  villain  !” 

*  Lord  blefs  your  baby  face,  I  would  not  hurt  your 
‘  fpindle  thanks  for  the  world  !’) 

Wo  Ball,  wo ! 

So  to  mind  ’em  I  ne’er  feem, 

But  whiftl  es  and  drives  my  team. 

And  fo  gets  the  finetl  fun 
And  fritk  that  ever  you  faw, 

Of  all  I  meets  I  can  queer  ev’ry  one 
But  you  geraraen  of  the  law  : 

Though  they  can  fcarcely  put  me  down, 

Says  I,  to  their  courts  when  I’m  led, 

Where  their  tails  of  a  pig 
They  hide  with  a  wig, 

How  many  ways  in  London  town 
They  dreffes  a  calf’s  head. 

Then  ev’ry  dunce 
To  he  ar  open  at  once. 

Like  mill-clacks  their  clappers  go, 

(w  Oh  that’s  the  fellow  I  faw  grinning  through  the  horfe- 
4‘  collar  in  the  county,” 

1  I  fancy  you’re  the  fellow  I  faw  grinning  through  the 
1  pillory  in  London!’) 

Wo  Ball,  wo  ! 

So  to  mind  ’em  I  ne’er  feem, 

But  whiflles  and  drives  my  team. 
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BALLAD — in  private  theatricals. 


I  SING  of  that  life  of  delight  beyond  meafure 
That  tars  calmly  lead  on  the  boifterous  main, 

Where  toil  is  enjoyment,  where  trouble’s  all  pleafure,- 
And  where  men  lofe  their  lives,  a  fure  fortune  to  gain  : 
Where  you  fear  no  difeafess  but  licknefs  and  fcurvy, 

Where  the  water  dinks  fweetly,  by  way  of  a  zeft. 
Where  you  walk  on  your  legs,  when  you’re  not  topfy  turvy. 
And  where,  though  you  deep  foundly,  you’re  never  at  reft! 
Then  pufh  round  the  can,  oh  you  have  n&t  a  notion 

Of  bailors,  their  grog,  and  their  fweethearts,  and  wives,. 
Ah  give  me,  my  foul,  the  tight  lads  of  the  ocean/ 

Who  though  they’re  fo  wretched,  lead  fuch  happy  lives* 

Then  you’re  always  of  billows  and  winds  in  the  middle. 

That  fo  dafh,  and  fo  whiftle,  and  bodder  your  ear6. 

And  play  a  duet  with  the  tar’s  fong.  and  fiddle, 

So  fweetly  that  founds,  and  nobody  hears  : 

Then  to  fee  the  tight  lads,  how  they  laugh  at  a  ftrangef, 
Who  fears  billows  can  drown,  and  nine  pounders  can  ki!T 
For  you’re  fafe  fure  enough,  were  you  not  in  fuch  danger, 
And  might  loll  at  yamr  eafe,  if  you  could  but  fit  ftill, 
Then  pufh  round  the  can,  See, 

What  of  perils  that,  always  the  fame,  are  fo  various, 

And  through  fhot  holes  and  leaks  leave  wide  open  BeathV 
doors, 

Devil  a  rifle's  in  a  battle,  wer't  not  fo  precarious, 

Storms  were  all  gig,  and  fun,  but  for  breakers  and  fliores  a 
In  ihoit,  a  tar's  life,  you  may  fay  dat  S  told  it, 

Who  leaves  quiet  and  peace,  foreign  countries  to  roafflj 
Is,  of  all  other  lives,  I‘  11  be  bound  to  uphold  it, 

The  bell  life  in  the  world,  next  to  flaying  at  home/1 
Then  pufh  round  the  can,  Sc c. 

*•4^.9  9.4  y«  <-»> 

BALLAD— 1  N  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS. 


THIS  here’s  what  1  does— I,  d’ye  fee,  forms  a  notion 
'Fhat  our  troubles,  our  borrows  and  ftrde, 

Are  the  winds  and  the  billows  that  foment  the  o«@a®> 
As  wc  work  through  the  paflage  of  Ihe  , 
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And  for  fear  on  life’s  fea  led  the  veffel  fliould  founder, 

To  lament,  and  to  weep,  and  to  wad, 

Is  a  pop  gun  that  tries  to  out  roar  a  ninepoUnder, 

All  the  fame  as  awhifFina  ga:e. 

Why  now  1,  th  ouglf  hard  fortune  has  pretty  near  ftarv'd  me, 
And  my  togs  are  all  ragged  and  queer, 

Ne'er  vet  gave  the  bag  to  the  friend  that  had  ferv'd  me, 

Or  caus'd  ruin'd  beuity  a  tear. 

Now  there  tother  day,  when  my  meflVnate  deceiv'd  me. 
Stole  my  rhino,  my  cheft.  and  our  Poll; 

Do  you  think  in  revenge,  while  their  treachery  griev'd  me, 
I  "a  court  martial  calfd  ? — Not  at  all, 

This  here  on  the  matter  was  my  way  of  arguing, 

’Tis  true  they  han't  left  me  a  crofs, 

A  vile  wife  and  falfe  friend  though  are  gone  by  the  bargain. 
So  the  gain  d'ye  fee's  more  than  the  lofs. 

For  though  fortune's  a  jilt,  and  has,  & c. 

The  heart's  all — when  that's  built  as  it  ihould,  found  and 
clever, 

We  £0  ‘fore  the  wind  like  a  fly, 

But,  if  rotten  and  crank,  you  may  luff  up  for  ever, 

You'll  always  fail  in  the  wind’s  eye  : 

With  palaver  and  non  fen  fe  l‘m  net  to  be  paid  off, 

I‘m  a  drift,  let  it  blow  then  great  guns, 

A  gale,  a  frefh  breeze,  or  the  old  gemmen's  head  off, 

I, take's  life  rough  and  fmooth  as  it  runs  : 

Content,  through  hard  fortune,  &c» 

•♦■<  ■Hi"— 

FINALE— IN  THE  COALITION. 


LAWYERS  pay  you  with  words,  and  fine,  ladies  with  va¬ 
pours, 

Your  parfons  with  preaching,  and  dancers  with  capeis, 
Soldiers  pay  you  with  courage,  and  fome  with  their  lives, 
Some  men  with  their  fortunes,  and  fome  with  their  wives  : 
Some  with  fame,  fome  with  confcience,  and  many  throw 
both  in, 

Phyficinns  with  latin,  and  great  men  with  nothing  ; 

I,  not  to  be  fmguUr  in  Inch  a  throng, 

For  your  kindnefs  pay  you  with  the  end  of  a  long. 

But  pleading,  engrofQng,  declaring,  and  vap  ring, 

And  fighting,  and  hetStoring,  and  dancing,  and  capering. 
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And  preaching,  and  f wearing,  and  bullying— preferring. 
And  coaxing,  and  wheedling,  and  feeing,  and  bribing. 
And  every  profeffional  art  of  hum-drumming 
Is  clearly  in  fome  fort  of  fpecies  of  humming  ; 

Humming  !  nay,  take  me  with  you,  the  term's  very  ftrongs 
But  I  only  meant  humming  the  end  of  a  fong, 

Bor  all  who  this  evening  have  paid  me  attention 
I  would  I  had  language  of  fome  new  invention 
My  thanks  to  return,  for  where's  the  expreffion 
Can  deferibe  of  your  kindnefs  the  grateful  impreflion  ? 

May  every  defire  of  your  hearts  be  propitious, 

Be  jailing  fuccefs  the  refult  of  your  wifhes, 

Unimpaired  be  your  joys,  your  lives  happy  »nd  long  ! 

And  now  I  am  come  to  the  end  of  my  fong. 

BALLAD — in  she  is  mad  for  a  husband. 


OH  money,  thou  mailer  of  all  things  below, 

Of  each  chain  thour‘t  the  principal  link  : 

What  can  purchafe  a  friend,  or  can  buy  off  a  foe, 

Or  make  black  appear,  like  the  chink? 

Your  lawyers  phy iicians,  in  fhort  ev‘ry  tribe. 

Who  to  eat  dip  the  pen  in  their  ink, 

Would  they  write,  or  advife,  or  confult,  or  preferibt, 
Were  it  not  for  the  fake  of  the  chink  ? 

Of  men  and  of  women,  high,  low,  great  a*nd  fmall, 

‘Tis  the  life,  ‘tis  victuals,  the  drink  ; 

4Tis  a  good  univerfal  acknowledg'd — all,  all 
B-evivc  at  the  found  of  the  chink. 

No  more  talk' of  Cupid,  for  thine  far  above, 

His  power  to  nothing  can  fink  ; 

I  doat  to  diftratSlion,  could  have  her  1  love, 

Alas  1  if  1  had  but  the  chink. 

BALLAD — in  she  is  mad  for  a  husband 


ALAS  !  where  is  my  lover  gone  ? 
In  all  the  world  I  have  but  one, 
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Near  to  my  heart  his  image  fits, 

And  ‘twas  for  him  I  foil  my  wits. 

Where  art  thou  fled,  rrty  only  dear  ? 

To  find  thqe  they  have  fent  me  here  ; 

Thou'lt  cure,  they  fay,  the  fe  love-fick  fits. 

And  give  me  back  again  my  wits. 

Hade  then,  to  pleafure  fhew  the  way, 

For  now  in  doubt  and  fear  i  dray. 

My  brain  with  dubious  torments  fplits  ; 

Hade,  hade,  and  give  me  back  my  wits. 

v~h° 

BALLAD —  IN  SHE  IS  MAD  FOR  A  HUSBAND. 


To  be  mad  for  a  hufband  is  not  a  thing  new  : 

The  widow  who  fwore  to  her  firft  to  be  true, 

And  the  moment  he’s  dead  at  a  route  goes  to  cards, 

And  a  week  after  marries  Dick  Trim  of  the  guards  ; 
Becaufe  truly  Dick  was  a  ludy  young  lad  : 

What  a  plague  do  you  call  fuch  a  woman  but  mad  ? 

The  young  lady,  brimful  of  the  lad  new  romance, 

Who  ogles  the  footman,  as  if  ’twere  by  chance  ; 

Who  gets  out  of  her  room  by  a  ladder  of  ropes, 

And  at  lad,  with  her  John,  who  to  Scotland  elojij  y 
Leaving,  fore  in  affliction,  her  worthy  old  dad  ; 

What  a  plague  do  you  call  fuch  a  woman  but  mad  ? 

She,  becaufe  he  is  rich,  and  becaufe  file  is  poor, 

Who  weds  with  a  batter’d  old  rake  of  fourfeore  : 

She  at  feventy-feven  who  marries  a  boy  ; 

For  title  and  rank,  die  who  barters  all  joy; 

Thofe  who  marry  for  motives  like  thefe  or  as  bad, 

What  a  plague  do  you  call  all  thefe  women  but  mad  ? 

BALLAD  in  s pi e  is  mad  for  a  husbanb, 


tw  tJle  farm-yard,  and  there  bit  a  hog 
inat,  in  lefsthan  ten  minutes,  bark’d  juft  like  a  dog; 
i  ne  hog  bit  a  horfe  that  was  juft  come  from  hunting. 

And  presently  after  the  horfe  fell  a  grunting; 

ouen  grunting,  and  barking,  and  barking,  and  grunting, 
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And  grunting,  and  barking,  and  barking,  and  grunting^ 
The  village  will  never  have  done  with  the  talk  on’t, 

I  ho  the  wifeft  man  there  cannot  make  hog  or  dog  on‘t. 

A  line  brindled  cow,  near  a  hay-ftack  was  firaying, 

Which,  bit  by  the  horfe,  was  foon  after  heard  neighing; 
The  cow  bit  a  man,  who  was  driving  the  plough, 

When  he  walk*d  on  four  legs,  and  low'd  juft  like  the  cow. 
Such  lowing,  and  neighing,  and  barking, and  grunting. 

And  grunting,  and  barking,  and  neighing,  and  lowing, 
The  villiage  will  never  have  done  with  the  talk  on‘t, 

Tho*  the  wifeft  man  there  cannot  make  hog  or  dog  oi^t. 

The  man  bit  a  Jack-afs,  that  foon  after  ran 

Half  a  mile  on  two  legs,  and  talk'd  juft  like  the  man  ; 

The  Jack-afs  encountered  a  fheep  in  his  way, 

And  ’tis  not  to  be  mention'd  how  loud  he  did  bray. 

Such  braying,  and  talking,  and  talking,  and  braying 
And  barking,  and  grunting,  and  lowing,  and  neighing, 

The  village  will  never  have  done  with  the  talk  on‘t, 

Thoc  the  wifeft  man  there  cannot  make  hog  or  dog  on't. 

The  fheep  bit  a  wolf,  which  was  foon  heard  to  bleat, 

The  wolf  more  dumb  things  than  Tve  time  to  repeat; 

But  the  worft  that  was  bit,  was,  alas  !  my  poor  wench? 
Jieav‘n  keep  us,  I  fay,  from  mad  dogs  and  the  French  ! 

Such  bleating,  and  talking,  and  barking  and  braying, 
And  gn""‘ing,  and  bleating,  and  lowing,  and  neighing. 
The  vill^Jj!  will  never  have  done  with  the  talk  oncfc, 

Tho'  the  wifeft  man  there  cannot  make  hog  or  dog  onct. 

BALLAD—  IN  SHE  IS  MAD  FOR  A  HUSBANDv 


TOUNG  Doll  a  comely  village  girl 
Was  courted  by  a  huge  rich  ‘fquire, 

Who  offer'd  diamonds,  gold,  and  pearl. 

Or  goffip  Fame's  a  wounded  liar  ; 

But  to  honeft  Doll 
Virtue  was  all, 

So  he  could  ne'er  get  nothing  by  her ; 

And  for  all  his  jeer, 

With  a  flea  in  his  ear, 

She  packing  feut  this  huge  rich  fquire. 

One  day  as  he  had  hunting  been, 

Come  crofs  the  fields  this  huge  rich  Tquife, 
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On  the  fineft  horfe  that  e’er  was  f'een, 

And  fpying  Doll,  was  all  on  fire. 

Doll,  in  a  fright, 

Saw  him  alight, 

And  run  o’er  bramble  and  o’er  briar ; 

But,  in  the  nick, 

What  a  cunning  trick, 

The  gipfy  play’d  this  huge  rich  ’fquire. 

Finding  herfelf  quite  overtook, 

She  cried  out  to  this  huge  rich  ’fquire, 

1  fear  my  father  fees  us — look 
Over  the  hedge  a  little  higher. 

While  he  upon 
This  work  was  gone, 

Doll  mounts  his  horfe,  and  in  the  mire, 

Of  hope  bereft. 

She  fairly  left, 

To  curfe  his  ftars,  this  huge  rich  ’fquire. 

BALLAD  —  IN  ENGLAND  AGAINST  ITALY. 


WHY  is  the  devil  in  you. 

Or  are  you  fuch  a  ninny 

To  believe  of  you  flicTl  ever  think,  perfuadc  her  all  you  can 
No,  no,  whate'er  believe  you, 

Your  hopes  will  all  deceive  you, 

For  a  girl  offenfe  will  yield  to — not  a  monkey  but  a  man. 

Zounds  can  that  hat  and  feather, 

Or  the  coxcomb  altogether, 

A  ‘fquire  of  filk,  and  mandrake — a  mere  flafli  in  the  pan 
His  pretty  felf  admiring, 

Be  ought  but  hate  infpiring, 

When  a  woman  always  yields  to — not  a  monkey,  but  a  man. 
Then  give  this  folly  over, 

Nor  longer  play  the  lover, 

For  I  plainly  tell  you  ’tis  a  mighty  filly  plan  ; 

Or,  fpight  of  allyour  vapouring, 

I’ll  fo  finely  fpoil  your  capering, 

You  fhall  own  this  arm  belongs  to — not  a  monkey, but  a  man. 
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SONG  —  IN  ENGLAND  AGAINST  ITALY. 


ON  Crochetini  loves  attend. 

Each  day  fome  beauty  to  difcovcr; 

In  prudent  age  to  find  a  friend, 

And  make  (if  ev’ry  youth  a  lover.' 

The  ravilhed  birds  in  throngs  appear, 

Where,  with  her  notes,  the  woods  are  ringing, 
And  nightingales  with  pleafure  hear, 

To  borrow  fweetnefs  from  her  finging. 

»<><•••<>«  @ 

BALLAD — -IN  THE  FORTUNE  HUNTER. 


THE  willing  foul  well  pleas’d  delights 
To  heal  the  d  ranger's  grief; 

Nor  will  its  hofpitable  rights 
From  worth  withhold  relief: 

But  fti'l  we  fhould — deceitful  led 
The  tear  we  wiih  to  dry — 

Diftinguilh  ’twixt  the  gen’rous  gued, 
And  the  infidious  fpy. 

Our  padions  each  fliould,  dation’d  well, 
Have  fome  good  pod  apart, 

And,  as  a  wary  centinel, 

Prudence  fliould  guard  the  heart; 

Thus,  iike  a  camp,  the  human  bread 
Might  a  farprife  defy  : 

Rewarding  dill  the  gen’rous  gueft, 

And  punidling  the  fpy. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  FORTUNE  HUNTER. 


FOR  wedlock's  a  voyage,  where,  fhould  boi.derous  billows 
Arifeto  didurb  of  our  lives  the  calm  fea, 

Peace,  joy  .  ai  d  dthght,  would,  dcfcrting  our  pillows, 

I, cave  behind  a  drong  with  once  again  to  get  free. 

Dome  die  difquiet,  like  quickfand  or  Oiallow, 

Would  the  ve del  of  Love  fliock  in  every  part, 
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Rocks  of  Anger  would,  bruife  her,  or  Hates  ocean  f wallow. 
And  the  tempeft  of  Marriage  would  flu p wreck  the  heart;. 

But  eayly  her  courfe  through  the  fea  of  life  bending, 

With  a  furface  that  kiffes  the  generous  gale, 

Each  effort,  each  with,  each  affe&ion,  ftilUending 
To  fleer  by  Love’s  corapafs,  and  hoift  Reafon  s  lait. 

The  fenfes,  that  crew  of  the  mind,  all  in  motion, 

To  make  the  voyage  profp’rous  exert  ev’ry  art, 

While  the  veffel  tow’rs  on  the  face  of  the  ocean, 

’Till  in  wedlock’s  kind  haven  rides  falely  the  heart. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  MISCHANCE. 


FOR  I  am  the  girl  that  was  made  for  my  Joe, 

And  Joe  is  the  lad  that  was  model’d  tor  me, 

Our  tempers  agree  ; 

And  all  the  world  over  with  him  would  I  go, 

And  work  late  or  early,  nor  think  it  a  pain, 

For  I  ne’er  lov’d  my  Joe  for  the  lucre  of  gain, 
jf  fo  be,  by  good  chance,  fuch  a  fortunate  thing 
Was  to  happen,  for  me  to  be  crowned  a  queen, 

’Twould  quickly  be  feen, 

If  they  did  not  confent  to  make  Joey  a  king, 

That  for  Bet  they  might  get  who  they  would  for  to  reign, 
For  I  ne'er  lov’d  my  Joe  for  the  lucre  of  gain, 

O’Conner,  he  in  the  pea-aches  that  plies, 

Ap  Skenkin,  the  Welchman,  Mac  Pherfon  the  Scot, 

For  his  lake  went  to  pot ; 

Nay,  (though  many  a  girl  would  have  thought  him  a  prize), 
I  refus’d  a  Jew  broker,  from  Petticoat-lane, 

For  I  ne’er  lov’d  my  Joe  for  the  lucre  of  gain. 

»<>“  "O"  *a>« 

BALLAD — in  all’s  not  gold  that  glitters. 


I  AM  a  chairman  my  name  is  Me  Gee, 

No  flower  in  May  was  fo  blithe  as  me, 

Till  that  baflard  Cupid,  lodg’d  in  dil’guifc 
In  pretty  Bridget’s  two  good  looking  eyes, 

CL 
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Arrah  is’t  you,  the  urchin  cry*d, 

IVe  a  ftrong  bow  I  never  try ’d  ;* 

Like  a  fhelalah  he  then  chofe  a  dart 
And  what  a  whack  it  gave  my  heart! 
And  fince  that  time  I  grunt  and  figh, 

And  fob,  and  moan,  becafe  as  why 
I  ftrive  to  hate,  but  am  ne’er  the  nigher 
By  her  frofty  looks  I’m  all  on  fire. 

Oh  !  Bridget,  Bridget,  eafe  my  pain. 

Or  give  me  back  my  heart  again. 

Or  elfe,  in  troth,  do  all  I  can, 

My  partner’ll  foon  be  an  odd  man. 


,  1  '  , 

i' 


BALLAD - IN  ALL  S  NOT  GOLD  THAT  GLITTERS. 


A  WORD  in  your  ear  if  yoi^pleafe  Mr,  Fod, 

No  more  in  this  pickle  be  roaming; 

But  pull  off  your  fool  s  jacket,  flep  home  to  your  fhop 
And  gentlemen’s  pig-tails  be  combing. 

Be  advis’d  by  a  fool,  by  my  foul,  and  dat’s  me, 

Though  we  fancy  it  never  fo  greedy, 

Tis  not  for  the  likes  of  fuch  people  as  we, 

To  be  aping  my  lord  and  my  lady. 

For  you,  Mrs.  Bridget',  if  jufl  in  the  room 
Of  being  dreffed  out  like  an  a&or. 

You  were  twirling  your  mop  round,  or  handling  your  broom. 
’T would  be  more,  I  believe,  in  character. 

Be  advis’d  by  a  fool,  &c. 

BALLAD - IN  THE  OLD  WOMAN  OF  EIGHTY. 


To  ev’ry  fav’rite  village  fport 
With  joy  thy  fteps  Fll  guide  ; 

Thy  wi flies  always  will  1  court, 

Nor  e’er  flir  from  thy  fide. 

But  when  the  fp rightly  fife  and  drum. 
With  all  their  dread  alarms,' 

Echo  afar 
The  cry  of  war, 
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When  chiefs  are  heard  to  cry  we  come, 
And  Honour  calls — To  arms. 

Thy  pain  and  pleafure  will  I  fliare. 

For  better  and  for  worfe, 

And  if  we  have  a  prattling  care, 
i’ll  be  its  tender  nurfe. 

But  when,  &c. 


BALLAD — IN  THE  OLD  WOMAN  OF  EIGHT V . 


I’VE  health,  and  I  have  fpii its  too, 

Of  work  I’ve  had  my  fliare  ; 

And  when  you  go,  for  love  of  you, 

I  will  your  knapfack  bear. 

Nor  this  refolve  e’er  will  I  rue, 

We  both  alike  wiil  fare  ; 

And  dill  content,  for  love  of  you, 
l  will  your  knapfack  bear. 

Though  thunders  growl,  and  light'nings  blue 
In  dallies  cleave  the  air, 

I’ll  march  content,  for  love  of  you 
And  will  your  knapfack  bear. 

All  dangers,  hazardous  and  new, 

One  fmile  lhall  make  me  dare; 

Rememb’ring  ’tis  for  love  of  you, 

That  I  your  knapfack  bear. 


BALLAD - IN  ENGLAND  AGAINST  ITALY. 


THE  falcon,  tow’ring  high  in  air, 
Difcries  afar  the  turtle  dove, 
Watching  his  neft  with  anxious  care, 
And  waiting  for  his  willing  love. 

Nor  can  the  vidlim’s  harmlefs  cries, 
His  foe’s  inlatiate  vengeance  flay, 
On  rapid  pinions  down  he  flies, 

And  pounces  on  his  tender  prey. 


i  S4 
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BALLAD  IN  THE  RAZOR  GRINDER. 


COME  all  you  maids  who  fain  would— marry 
Learn,  learn  of  me  the  way  to — ehooie 
Rather  . by  half  till  doomfday — tarry, 

Than  beauty  to  an  old  man — lofe. 

Ah  tell  me,  how  can  wrinkles — charm  you, 
What  joys  can  age  excite  or — prove, 

Let,  then,  your  dangerous  hate — -alarm  you, 
And  choofe  a  young  man  that  can — love. 

An  old  man  always  will  be — weezing, 

No  feeling,  hearing,  tafte,  or — light ; 

A  young  man  always  will  be — pleaiing, 
Sprightly  all  day.  and  kind  at — night. 

Ah  tell  me  how,  &c. 


*•*<«>?»  < 
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BALLAD — IN  THE  (QUIZES. 


THIS  life  is  like  a  country  dance, 

The  world  a  fpacious  ball  room, 

In  which  fo  many  take  a  prance. 

They  fcarcely  find  for  all  room, 

Fidlers,  and  pipers,  in  a  row. 

See  how  the  ranks  are  doling, 

Each  ftrivts  his  neighbour’s  faults  to  fliew, 

While  he’s  his  own  expofing, 

(Pray  Ma’am  what  dance  have  you  called  ?  Matrimony- 
Ma’am.  The  figure  is  extremely  ealy,  you  turn  fingle,  run 
away  with  your  partner,,  lead  up  the  middle,  back  to  back, 
part,  and  change  partners.) 

Thus  buficd  in  the  fond  turmoil, 

They  time  by  folly  meafure, 

Turn  all  their  pleafures  into  toil, 

And  fancy  toil  a  pleafure. 

Some  in  full  dance  with  ardour  burn, 

Arid  fwim,  and  glide,  and  wander: 

While  others,  waiting  for  their  turn, 

Sneer,  fmile,  and  deal  out  Hander. 
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«  And  fo  the  Count  muft  run  away  !” 

“  Why  really  I’m  afraid  fo; 
n  His  flirt  has  ruin’d  him  at  play:” 
tc  Poor  man,  I  always  faid  lo.’ 

«t('Oh  no  doubt  about  it  :  — kept  by  a  phyfician  before  ihc 
earn®  to  the  count  '.—duel  with  a  young  apothecary  —  ly- 
ringes  loaded  with  analeptic  pills  !-’Tis  your  turn  to  begin 

Sir  Sir  I  beg  your  pardon  ” 

Thus  buficd  in  the  fond  tufmoil, 

Away  they  prance  it,  fmal!  and  big, 

Brown,  ginger,  fair,  and  grizzle, 

“  Lord  ma’am  you  difconcert  my  wig, 
u  Twas  you  hr  tous’d  my  irizzle  ! 

«  Right  hand  and  left,  the  figure  mind, 
cc  ij0rd  what  are  you  about  ma’am  . 
a  My  dear  Mifs  higgle  you  are  blind, 
u  My  Lady  Fuzz  you’re  out  ma’am  . 

(t<  Lord  ma’am  you  fliould  confider  that  the  dance  is  My 
Lord  Mayor’s  Fealt ; — it  begins  with  a  fet  to,  and  hmllies 

with  a  r  bufied  in  the  fond  turmoil,  &c. 

Thus  dance  fucceeding  after  dance, 

As  if  old  Nick  had  got  ’em, 

They  fcandal  vent,  and  flirt,  and  prance, 

And  foot  it  to  the  bottom. 

Thus  having  made  for  others  fport, 

In  regular  rotation, 

With  fwinging  intereft  they  retort 
On  them  the  obligation. 

it/  Lord,  did  you  ever  fee  fucli  a  fright  as  that  worn  on  . 
rubbed  it  all  off  one  fide  of  her  face  !  But  look  at  that  man, 
with  his  falfe  calves  turned  before  ! — Come,  come,  ladies 
and  gentlemen,  a  new  dance,— Strike  up  none  fo  Pretty),1' 
Thus  bufied,  &c, 

BALLAD - IN  THE  QUIZES. 


PRAY  ladies  think  not  1  prefume 
The  art  of  love  to  teach  you  ; 
Proficients  long  ago  become, 

My  counfel  could  not  reach  you  : 

O,  '2 
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A  hint  I  offer,  nothing  more, 

For  your  determination, 

Love's  myfteries  would  you  explore, 

Obferve  the  feather'd  nation. 

As  in  a  mirror,  may  you  there, 

Of  love,  make  your  elections, 

As  you  choofe  ribbands  at  a  fair, 

To  fuit  with  all  complexions. 

The  cuckoo,  that  one  fulfome  tale, 

Vaunts  over  fo,  and  over, 

May  fooner  than  the  dove  prevail, 

With  fome,  by  way  of  lover  : 

But  I  have  heard  the  laughing  loves, 

More  truly  aim  their  arrows, 

When  Venus  harneffes  her  doves, 

Than  when  fhe‘s  drawn  by  fparrows; 

But  if  the  fmalleft  hint  by  you 
To  this  iliould  be  objected, 

With  defference,  fo  much  your  due, 

I  foon  fhall  (land  corrected. 

The  peacock,  with  fuch  (lately  pride, 

His  haughty  bofom  throbbing. 

May  fcorn,  while  hopping  by  his  fide. 

The  blefl-,  though  humble  robin  : 

But,  fparingly  true  joy  is  lent, 

To  envy  pride,  and  malice  : 

*Tis  faid  a  cottage,  and  content, 

Sometimes  outweighs  a  palace  : 

Tet  may,  againfi  my  playful  verfe. 

No  lit  of  anger  feize  you  ; 

I  would  not,  for  the  uni  verfe. 

Do  ought  that  could  difpleafe  you. 

Jays  pies,  and  all  the  chattering  crew. 

To  folly  giv’n,  and  pleafure, 

May  turn  to  jeft  the  chofen  few,  s 
Who  love  by  virtue  meafure  : 

Not  fo  the  grateful  nightingale, 

Who  foon  as  evening  doles. 

His  orgies  offers  in  the  vale, 

To  heav’n,  ere  he  repofes. 

Of  this  you'il  judge,  as  of  the  reft. 

Yet,  while  the  fmile’s  beginning, 

F.re  you  turn  counfel  to  a  jell, 

Take  care  that  laughing’s  winning. 
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BALLAD - IN  THE  QJJIZES. 


WOULD  ye  fee  the  world  in  little. 

Ye  curious  here  repair. 

We’ll  fuit  you  to  a  tittle, 

At  this  our  ruflic  lair. 

We’ve  glitt’ring  baits  to  catch  you, 

As  tempting  as  a  court; 

With  whim  for  whim  we’ll  match  you. 

And  give  you  fport  for  fport. 

From  a  fceptre  to  a  rattle. 

We’ve  every  thing  in  toys, 

For  infants  that  fcarce  prattle. 

To  men  who  Dili  are  boys. 

Cock  horfes,  and  ftate  coaches, 

In  gingerbread  are  fold, 

Cakes,  parliament,  gilt  watches, 

And  horns  ail  tipt  with  gold. 

Then  if  for  fine  parade  you  go, 

Come  here  and  fee  our  puppet  fhew. 

Walk  in  here  ladies  and  gentlemen  ;  here  you  fee 
the  Queen  of  Sheba,  and  King  Solomon  in  all  his  glory  ; 
you  think  that  figure’s  alive,  but  he  is  no  more  alive  than 
1  am! 

While  the  pipes  and  the  tabors  rend  the  air, 

Hafle  neighbours  to  the  fair. 

What’s  your  fweep flakes,  and  your  races, 

And  all  your  fighting  cocks, 

To  our  horfe  collar  grimaces, 

And  gills  that  run  for  fmocks? 

Our  Hobs  can  fwivle  nofes, 

At  fir.gle- flick  who  fight, 

As  well  as  your  Mendozas, 

Though  not  quite  fo  polite  : 

In  their  deceptions  neater, 

Are  your  keen  rooks  allow’d, 

Than  is  yonder  fire  eater, 

Who  queers  the  gaping  croud  ? 

Then  boaft  not  tricks  fo  noxious. 

That  genteel  life  befpeaks, 

Our  jugler’s  hixious  doxious, 

Shall  diftance  all  the  greeks. 
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Can  Pharoah  and  his  hofl  be  found, 

To  match  our  n  mble  merry-go-round  ? 

Put  In  here,  put  in,  put  in  !  every  blank  a  prize  !  down 
with  zt  and  double  it,  twenty  can  play  as  well  as  one. 
While  the  pipes,  See. 

Hear  yon  mountebank  allure  ye3 
Of  difeafes,  by  the  fcore, 

A  fingle  dofe  iliall  cure  ye  : 

Can  Warwick-lane  do  more  ? 

Wid  virligigs,  tetotums. 

Yon  jew’s  impofihing  faifh, 

Shall  cheat  you  herein  no  times,, 

All  one  as  in  Duke’s  place. 

Hark,  yonder,  making  merry. 

Full  many  a  happy  clown  ! 

For  champaign  who  drink  perry, 

As  good  as  that  in  town. 

Then  for  lights,  we’ve  apes,  and  monkies,  ' 
Some  on  four  legs,  fome  on  two  ; 

Tall  women,  dwarfs,  cropt  donkies. 

For  all  the  world  like  you. 

Then  would  ye  Ranelagh  find  out, 

What  think  ye  of  our  Roundabout  ! 

Walk  in  ladies  and  gentlemen  !  the  only  booth  in  the  fair  ; 
here  ye  may  make  the  whole  tower  of  the  world  ;  would  ye 
ride  in  the  caravan,  the  expedition,  the  land  frigate,  or  the 
dilly  !  iourteen  mile*  in  fifteen  hours,  ladies  and  gentlemen  2 
While  the  pipes,  &c. 

BALLAD  —  IN  THE  QUIZES. 


YOUNG  Mog.  arrived  at  woman’s  growth, 
Felt  fomething  in  her  bofom  move  : 

’Twas  neither  joy,  nor  pain,  yet  both, 

Young  Ralph  o  th  woodland  laid  twas  love* 
Ralph  lov’d  young  Moggy  as  his  life, 

Was  wealthy,  warn*,  and  well  to  do  : 

Bm  Moggy  faw  the  foldiers  come. 

Beheld  the  glitt’ring  arm3  fo  gay. 

Was  charm’d  with  the  loud  trumpets  bray. 
Delighted  with  the  Uprightly  fife, 

And  deafened  with  the  thund’ring  drum  : 
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While  foldiers  march’d  to  the  loud  tattoo, 
And  though  ro  honed  Ralph  dill  true, 

She  lidened  to  the  loud  tattoo, 
i’ve  faid  that  Mog  was  debonair, 

O  7 

Nor  was  their  admiration  fmall  : 

She  was  thought  artlefs,  young,  and  fair, 

3y  the  regiment,  pioneers,  and  all. 

Each  would  have  ta’en  her  for  his  wife, 

A  la  militaire,  as  foldiers  do  ; 

The  fmock-fac’d  enfign  nam’d  his  fum, 

The  fergeant  promis’d,  fwore,  and  pray’d 
The  trumpeter  her  praifes  bray’d, 

To  charm  her  loudly  fqueak’d  the  fife, 

The  drummer  brac’d  his  thund’ring  drum, 
To  win  her  heart  with  a  loud  tattoo. 

Thus  drove,  to  make  young  Mog  untrue, 
Pike,  trumpet,  fife,  and  loud  tattoo. 

Mog  foon  found  reafon  to  condemn 
'I  he  nonfenfe  of  each  blud’ring  elf  : 

And,  looking  with  contempt  on  them, 

Some  little  fhame  took  to  herfelf. 
Determin’d  now  to  be  the  wife 
Of  honed  Ralph,  fo  kind  and  true, 

Cried  flie  to  the  enfign,  child  go  home 
To  your  mamma. — For  you,  old  Bluff, 

}  ^°ur  trumpet’s  like  yourfelf,  a  puff! 

I’ll  not  he  whidled  after,  fife, 

P'Or,  drummer,  fliall  your  hollow  drum 
To  me  beat  Wedlock’s  loud  tattoo. 

’I  rue  to  my  Ralph,  to  honour  true, 

Hence  trumpet,  life,  and  loud  tattoo. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  QUIZES. 


'WHAT  art  thou,  facinatiug  war, 

^  Thou  throphied,  painted  ped, 

That  thus  men  leek,  and  they  abhor, 
Purfue,  and  yet  deted  f 
Are  Honour  and  Remorfe  the  fame  ? 

Does  Murder  Laurels  bring  ? 

Is  Rapine  Glory  ?  Carnage  Fame? 

Flies  Crime  on  Vi&’ry’s  wing  ? 
Their  wrongs,  who  never  fliall  return, 
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Their  woes,  that  but  furvive  to  mourn 
E'en  when  the  battle  rages  high. 

When  to  the  charge  the  legions  fly, 

And  trumpets  flrike  the  ear, 

Shall  from  the  braveft  wreft  the  figh. 

That  ftarts  foft  Pity’s  tear* 

Where  will  ambition’s  folly  reach  1 
Sure  nature  ne’er  defign’d 
Her  noble  gifts  an  art  fliould  teach. 

To  man,  to  thin  his  kind  ! 

Well  they  deferve  their  county’s  care, 

I11  its  defence  who  fight, 

Who  bulwarks  of  their  nation  are. 

Its  glory,  its  delight  : 

Yet  for  their  wrongs,  who  ne’er  return. 

Their  woes,  who  but  furvive  to  mourn, 

E’en  when  the  battle  rages  high, 

When  to  the  charge  the  legions  fly. 

And  trumpets  cleave  the  ear, 

The  truly  brave  (hall  heave  a  figh, 

Shall  vent  kind  Pity’s  tear*. 

Then  do  not,  for  an  empty  name 
A  phantom  thus  purfue  : 

Think,  that  if  Glory  mark  thy  fame, 

Murder  fliall  mark  it  too. 

Reafon,  and  Peace,  and  Love  dwell  here, 

And,  if  for  others  woe. 

We  heave  the  figh,  and  ftart  the  tear, 

From  guilt  they  never  flow. 

Ah  flay,  left  thou  fliould* ft  ne*er  return, 

Left  I  fliould  but  furvive  to  mourn, 

Left  when  the  battle  rages  high, 

When  to  the  charge  the  legions  fly, 

And  trumpets  cleave  the  ear, 

Thy  fate  demand  the  generous  figh, 

And  mine  the  pitying  tear. 


BALLAD  —  IN  THE  QUIZES. 


THE  paiTmg  hell  was  heard  to  toll, 
John  wail’d  his  Id's  with  bitter  cries, 
The  parfou  prayed  for  Mary’s  foula 
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The  fexton  hid  her  from  all  eyes. 

“  And  art  thou  gone,” 

Cried  wretched  John, 

Oh  dear  ’twill  kill  me,  I  am  dying  : 

Cried  Neighbour  Sly, 

While  Handing  by, 

£*  Lord  how  this  world  is  giv’n  to  lying!” 

The  throng  retired,  John  left  alone, 

He  meditated  ’mongft  the  tombs, 

And  fpelt  out  on  the  mould’ring  Hones, 
What  friends  were  gone  to  their  long  homes  : 
“  You’re  gone  before,” 

Cried  John,  no  more — 

“  Hliall  come  foon^  I’m  almoH  dying  :** 

Cried  Neighbour  Sly, 

While  Handing  by, 

Lord  how  this  world  is  given  to  lying  !” 

‘  Here  lies  the  bones,  heav’n’s  will  be  done 
*  of  farmer  Slug  -reader  would’H  know 
‘  Who  to  his  mem’ry  raifed  this  Hone  ? 
’Twas  his  difconfolate  widow,’ 

Cried  John,  (<  Oh  oh  ! 
il  To  her  I’ll  go, 

^o  doubt  with  grief  the  widow’s  dying 
Cried  Neighbour  Sly, 

Still  Handing  by, 

Lord  how  this  world  is  given  to  lying  !” 

Their  mutual  grief  was  fhort  and  fwcet  • 
scarcely  the  palling  hell  had  ceafed, 

When  they  were  fped;—the  funeral  meat 
V\  as  warmed  up  for  the  marriage  feail  > 

They  vowcd,  and  fwore. 

Now  o‘er  and  o‘er, 

They  ne‘er  would  part  till  both  were  tlyimr  ■ 
Cried  Neighbour  Sly,  }  " 

Still  Handing  by, 

“  Lord  how  this  world  is  given  to  lying  !” 

-Again  to  hear  the  palling  bell, 

John  now  a  fort  ©fhankering  feels  ; 

Again  his  help-mate  brags  how  well 
‘-•ne  can  trip  up  a  hufband's  heels  : 

Again  to  the  tomb 
Each  longs  to  come, 
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Again  with  tears,  and  fobs,  and  fighing, 

For  Neighbour  Sly, 

Again  to  cry, 

te  Lord  how  this  world  is  given  to  lying  V * 

••*<►•*  “<W 

BALLAD - IN  THE  QUIZES. 


RAIL  on  at  joys  that  are  not  thine, 

That  thus  thou  leercft,  with  Envy‘s  blink, 
’Tis  not  becaufe  we  drink  good  wine, 

But  ’tis  that  thou  haft  none  to  drink. 

What  though  two  roads  before  us  lie, 

We  on  no  crooked  path  fliall  fall. 

For  that  we  may  not  walk  awry, 

We£ll  drink  till  we  can‘t  walk  at  all. 

Thou  fay 11  ft  that  wine's  the  caufe  of  ftrife, 
That  to  the  brain  when  it  afcends, 

We  quarrel,  fo  do  man  and  wife, 

And  then,  like  them,  we  re  better  friends: 

But  here  thou  flialt  not  have  thy  will. 

Nor  coax  good  fellows  to  a  brawl  ; 

Rather  than  of  ©ur  friends  think  ill, 

We*  11  drink  till  we  can’t  think  at  all. 

Thou  call’d  the  glafs  a  foe  to  love, 

Why  fool  ’tis  Cupid’s  dcareft  boaft, 

What  fair  did  celebrated  prove, 

Till  celebrated  as  a  toaft  ? 

But  imperfections  fhould  there  be, 

That  fometi  tries  to  their  lot  may  fall. 

Rather  than  faults  in  ladies  fee, 

We’ll  drink  till  %ve  can’t  fee  at  all. 

Thou  fay ’ft  that  trcafon  lurks  beneath, 
And  our  convivial  p’eafure  fours; 

Thou  Left,  that  monfter  does  not  breathe, 
That  dares  profane  a  king  like  our  s 
But  our  firm  loyalty  to  prove, 

And  choak  thee  with  thy  ranc  rous  ga  , 
Rather  than  in  a  fatftion  move, 

We’ll  drink  till  we  can’t  move  at  all. 

Yer,  after  all,  abufe  our  joy, 

Indulge  this  cynic  fpite  of  thine ; 
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When  thou  haft  faitl  thy  word,  old  hoy, 
Thou  can  ft  not  fay  we  drink  bad  wise. 

We  envy  no  man’s  plcafures,  we; 

Still  ready  at  each  generous  call ; 

Nay,  rather  than  fpeak  ill  of  thee, 

We’ll  drink  till  we  can’t  fpeak  at  all. 

BALLAD — I  N  THE  QUIZES. 


COME  all  hands  ahoy  to  the  anchor, 

From  our  friends  and  relations  to  go  ; 

Poll  blubbers  and  cries,  devil  thank  her, 
Shecll  foon  take  another  in  tow. 

This  breeze,  like  the  old  one,  will  kick  us, 
About  on  the  beifierous  main, 

And  one  day,  if  death  iliould  not  trick  us, 
Perhaps  we  may  come  back  again. 

With  a  will  ho  then  pull  away  jolly  boys. 

At  the  mercy  of  fortune  we  go  ; 

We’re  in  for’t  then  damme  what  folly  boys 
For  to  be  downhearted,  yo  ho  ! 

Our  Boatfwain  takes  care  of  the  rigging, 
More  fpeftioufty  when  he  gets  drunk  ; 

The  Bobftays  fupplies  him  with  fwigging, 
He  the  cable  cuts  up  for  old  junk  : 

The  ftudding-fail  ferves  lor  his  hammoc, 
With  the  ciue-lines  he  bought  him  his  call, 
While  Enfigns  and  Jacks  in  a  mammoc 
lie  fold  to  buy  trinkets  for  Poll. 

With  a  will  ho,  &c. 

Of  the  Purfer  this  here  is  the  maxim, 

Slops,  grog,  and  provifion  he  facks  : 

How  he’d  look,  if  you  was  but  to  ax  him, 
With  the  Captain’s  clerk  who  ’tis  goes  fnacks 
Oh  he’d  find  it  another  guefs  ftory, 

That  would  bring  his  bare  back  to  the  cat. 

If  his  Majefty’s  honour  and  glory, 

Was  oalv  juft  told  about  that. 

With  a  will  ho,  & c. 

Our  Chaplain’s  both  holy  and  godly, 

And  fets  us  for  heaven  agog  ; 
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Yet  to  my  mind  he  looks  rather  oddly, 

L  iitn  he  s  Live  a  ring  and  drinking  of  grog  : 

^ v  he  tooK  on  his  knee  Betty  Boivfer 
And  talk’d  of  her  beauty  and  charms, 

Cried  I  which  is  the  way  to  heaven  now  fir  ? 
Why  you  dog,  cried  the  Chaplain,  her  arms. 

With  a  will  ho,  &c. 

The  Gunner’s  a  devil  of  a  bubber, 

The  Carfindo  can’t  fifli  a  mad, 

The  Surgeon’s  a  lazy  land  lubber, 

The  Mafter  can’t  deer  if  he’s  ad, 

The  Lieutenants  conceit  are  all  wrapt  in, 
The  Mates  lcarcely  merit  their  flip, 

Nor  is  there  a  fvvab,  but  the  Captain, 

Knows  the  Bern  from  the  dern  of  the  fliip. 

With  a  will  ho,  &c. 

Now  fore  and  aft  having  abufed  them, 

Juft  but  for  my  fancy  and  gig, 

Could  1  find  any  one  that  ill  ufed  them, 
Damn  me  but  I’d  tickle  his  wig. 

Jack  never  was  known  for  a  railer, 

’Twas  fun  ev’ry  word  that  I  fpoke, 

And  the  fign  of  a  true  hearted  failor. 

Is  to  give  and  to  take  a  gocd  joke. 

With  a  will  ho,  &c. 


BALLAD— IN  THE  QUIZES. 


THE  furge  hoarfely  murm’ring,  young  Fanny’s  grief 
mocking, 

The  fpray  rudely  dafliing  as  fait  as  her  tears  , 

The  fivips  in  the  offing,  perpetually  rocking, 

Too  faithful  a  type  of  her  hopes  and  her  fears. 

’Tivas  here,  flic  cried  out,  that  Jack’s  vows  were  fo  many, 
Here  I  bitterly  wept,  and  I  bitterly  weep  : 

Here  heart-whole  he  fwore  to  return  to  his  Fanny, 

Near  the  trembling  pine  that  nods  over  the  deep. 

Ah  mock  not  my  troubles  ye  pitilefs  breakers, 

Ye  winds  do  not  thus  melt  my  heart  with  alarms, 

He  is  your  pride  and  mine,  in  my  grief  then  partakers, 

My  failor  in  fafety  waft  back  to  my  arms. 
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They  are  cleaf  and  ungrateful theft:  woes  are  too  many  ; 
Here  here  will  1  die,  where  I  bitterly  weep  : 

Some  true  lover  ihall  write  the  (ad  late  of  poor  Fanny, 

On  the  trembling  pine  that  hangs  over  the  deep. 

Thus  her  heart  fadly  torn  with  its  wild  perturbation 
Ko  friend  but  her  forrow,  no  hope  but  the  grave  ; 

Led  on  by  her  grief  to  the  laft  defperation, 

She  ran  to  the  cliff,  and  plung’d  into  the  wave. 

A  tar  lav’d  her  life  : — the  fond  ta!c  (hall  pleafe  many  ; 
Who  before  wept  her  fate,  now  no  longer  ihall  weep  : 

’Twas  her  Jack,  who,  returning,  had  fought  out  his  Fanny, 
iNear  the  trembling  pine  that  hangs  over  the  deep. 

BALLAD  —  IN  THE  QUIZES. 


As  Wit  and  Beauty,  for  an  hour, 

The  other  day  were  jarring, 

Which  held  o’er  man  fuperior  pow’r, 
Theyalmoff  came  to  fparring  : 

Cried  Reafon,  Wit  you’re  grown  a  fool. 
You  look  quite  ugly,  Beauty  : 

Come  take  me  with  you,  both  be  cool, 
Sure  mortals  know  their  duty  : 

To  them  fubmit, 

Whether  ’t is  Wit, 

They  moft  admire,  or  Beauty- 

So  faid,  fo  done,  out  they  both  fet, 
With  Reafon  to  protect  ’em, 

Refolv’d  that  the  firft  men  they  met, 
Should  to  the  truth  direct  ’em- 
Inftant  they  alk’d  a  midnight  throng, 
Who,  to  Bacchus  paid  their  duty. 
Wit,  cried  out  they,  teems  in  our  fang, 
But  ’ tis  iufpired  by  Beauty. 

Learn  wifdom,  Wit, 

Like  us,  fubmit 
To  the  fvveet  power  of  Beauty. 

Criel  Wit,  no  tricks  on  travellers  here, 
I  law  you  fmile,  you  gipfy ; 

?Twas  brib’ry  and  corruption  clear  ; 
Befides,  the  rogues  were  tip fy  : 
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Yon  bard  the  truth  will  quickly  hit  : 

Come,  poet,  do  your  duty  : 

Do  you  not  owe  your  fame  to  Wit  ; 

To  Wit  fool  ! — no,  to  Beauty. 

Adieu  to  Wit, 

When  men  fubmit 
To  be  the  (laves  of  Beauty. 

Quaint  rogue,  with  his  fatiric  page ^ 

The  fellow  is  a  lover  : 

If  I’m  condemn’d  by  yonder  fage, 

1*11  give  the  matter  over, 

Did’ft  not  the  world,  fay  Hermit,  quit, 
Impeding  this  hard  duty, 

Better  to  contemplate  on  Wit  ? 

“  No,  to  refledl  on  Beauty.” 

Then,  in  fond  fit, 

Lie  turn’d  from  Wit, 

And  fqueez’d  the  hand  of  Beauty; 

«  V/it  rules  the  mind,  Beauty  the  heart, 

“  Friend  one,  and  v  ife  the  other  ; 
t£  Thu?,  cleaving  to  the  better  part, 

“  Men  leave  friend,  father,  brother  : 

«  Hence,  cried  the  fage—  my  prefence  quit  : 

“  Adieu  friend,  know  thy  duty 
Then,  (hutting  rude  the  door  on  Wit, 

Was  left  alone  with  Beauty  ! 

Since  when,  poor  Wit, 

Glad  to  fubmit, 

Has  own'd  the  pow’r  of  Beauty. 


RONDEAU - IN  THE  QUIZES. 


OH  the  camp’s  delightful  rigs, 

At  which  fuch  crowds  are  peeping, 
Where  ehaifes,  dillie?,  cars,  and  gigs 
Serve  both  to  ride  and  deep  in. 

Oh  the  joys  that  there  abound, 

Where,  lur’d  by  the  fine  weather, 
Warriors  of  every  rank  are  found, 

Who,  hig  - iedy  piggledy,  on  the  ground, 
Lilcegiplies  pig  together. 

The  moraing  gun 
Begins  the  fun, 

CP 
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Reveilles  next  the  drum  beats, 

The  fprightly  fife, 

So  full  of  life, 

And  then  the  filver  trumpets.. 

And  thefe,  with  all  their  might,  . 

Announce  a  fine  fham  fight  ; 

Marches,  retreats,  attacks,  and  rGl^s» 
Proclaim’d  by  guns,  and  fhrieks,  and  fliouts, 
The  air  with  various  clangors  till  ; 

While  ranks  of  foot,  and  troops  of  hor.c, 
RefifUefs  in  their  headlong  courie, 

Bear  down,  while  fidling,  (hifting,  trimming, 
Beaux,  bells,  jew  pedlars,  and  old  women  , 
Who,  left  in  topfy  turvy  pngnt, 

Exhibit,  O  ye  gods  !  a  fight 
That  beggars  Greenwich  hill  . 

]sJow  either  army  ftil’y  Bands, 

The  neighing  horfes  ceafe  to  prance, 

The  trumpet,  that  erfl  cried  advance, 

Now  founds  retreat  ; 

Drums  ceafe  to  beat  ;  , 

Foes,  turn’d  to  friends,  eager  fhake  hard  ; 

On  neither  fide  the  winner  : 

No  longer  arm’d  for  a  fham  fight, 

They  tooth  and  nail  unite 
To  exterminate — the  dinner.^ 

Oh  the  camp’s  delightful  rigs,  &c. 

Oh  for  a  mufe  of  fire,  to  fing 
The  conflict  of  the  day 
Upon  a  plain,  in  form  a  ring,  - 

The  foe  within  entrenchments  lay  ; 

A  cover’d  way 

Hid  each  divifion  : — At  the  fight 
The  heroes,  eager  for  the  fight, 

Arm,  and  the  enemy  inveft. 

Each  charge  frefli  vigour  brings, 

They  thin  the  ranks, 

Attacking  flanks 
And  wings  : 

Legs,  heads,  and  car  cafe  2  around 
They  in  one  fhapelefs  heap  confound, 

And,  ris’11  to  fuch  a  favage  heat, 

Not  only  kill,  but  all  they  kill  they  cat  . 

And  fee,  to  urge  their  furious  courfe, 

Light  troops  the  foe  now  reinforce  ; 

R  2 


190  dibdin’s  selected  son 

On  the  inftant,  as  they  hand  amazed. 

New  works  are  raifed, 

Like  magic,  to  their  wond’ring  eyes , 
Baftions,  redoubts,  and  rav’lins  rife. 

Again  the  fignal’s  given  ; 

Again  with  headlong  fury  driven  ; 
Comfits,  now  difcomfited, 

Lie  in  promifeuous  ruin  fpread  ; 

Trifles,  blanc  mange,  and  jellies  quake, 
While,  as  with  rage  they  teem. 

Whole  iflands  they  devour  of  cake, 

And  drink  whole  feas  of  cream. 

Again  the  general  cries,  charge  all! 

The  word’s  the  king  ! 

Forward  they  fpring, 

And  drink  in  favage  joy  the  blood 
Drawn  from  the  grape,  in  purple  flood, 
And  ftrew  with  mangled  heaps  the  plain, 
And  fight  the  battle  o’er  again, 

And  flay  the  flain !  t  ( 

And  now,  the  foe  all  kill’d  or  fled, 

While  thofe  that  can  walk  off  to  bed  : 

The  folemn  trumpet’s  flowly  founded, 
Leave’s  given  to  carry  off  the  wounded. 
And  bury  all  the  dead. 

Oh  the  camp’s  delightful  rigs,  &c. 


BALLAD  —  IN  THE  QUIZES, 


WHILE  woman,  like  foft  Mufids  charms* 
So  fweetly  biifs  difpenfes, 

Some  favourite  part  each  fair  performs 
hi  the  concert  of  the  fenfes. 

Love,  great  fir  ft  fiddle  in  the  band, 

Each  p  alii  on  queils  and  raifes, 
Exploring,  with  a  maker’s  hand, 

Nice  Modulation’s  mazes; 

Till  the  rapt  foul,  fupremeiy  bled, 

Beams  brightly  in  cacJi  feature. 

And  lovely  woman  Bands  confeiTtd 
,  The  harmony  of  feature.. 

Hark  !  with  the  penfiv.e,  in  duet, 

The  fpright  ly  how  it  mingles  L 
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The  prude’s  the  flute,-  and  the  coquette, 
The  lively  harp  that  tinkles. 

One  boldly  fwecps  the  yielding  brings, 
While  plaintive  t£other  prates  it  ; 

Like  C  as  far,  this  to  victory  fprings, 

Like  Fabius,  that  awaits  it. 

With  various  gifts,  to  make  us  bleb, 

Love  {kills  each  charming  creature  : 

Thus  lovely  woman  bands  confelTed 
The  harmony  of  Nature, 

Maids  are  of  virginals  the  type. 

Widows  the  growling  tymbal, 

Scolds  are  the  ilirlll  and  piercing  pipe, 
Flirts  are  the  wiry  cymbal. 

All  wives  piano  fortes  are, 

The  bafs  how  old  maid  thump  it, 

The  bugle-horn  are  archers  fair, 

An  amazon’s  a  trumpet. 

Thus,  with  rare  gifts,  to  make  us  bleb, 
Love  fkills  his  favourite  creature; 

And  thus  fweet  woman  bands  confelTed, 
The  harmony  of  Nature. 

..*»*•  “<>  - 

BALLAD - IN  THE  QUIZES. 


WHILE  Fancy,  as  file  rules  the  mind, 
Sits  cock-horfe  on  the  brain, 

A  thoufand  methods  mortals  End 
Ely  bum  to  obtain. 

’Tis  found  by  foidiers  in  brave  deeds, 
Tars  trub  it  to  the  breeze, 

Wives  hope  to  find  it  in  their  weeds, 
Phyficians  in  their  fees. 

Thus  expectation  in  us  plants 
Alternate  hope  and  fear, 

1  know  of  one  whofe  bofom  pants 
To  bud  el y bum  here. 

The  toper  fancies  he  purfues 
Elyfium  in  the  bowl, 

The  hunks  in  pelf  he  dare  not  life, 

No,  not  to  fave  his  foul. 

The  flandercr  when  he  can  revile, 

The  churl  when  he  can  warn, 
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The  lover  in  his  miflrefs’  fmiles9 
The  parfon  in  his  barn. 

Thus  as  they  rule  the  mind  by  turns,, 

Hope  foars  above  the  fear  ; 

I’ve  half  a  mind  to  tell  who  burns 
To  find  elyfium  here. 

I  canT  refift — hence  prudence  law's 
I’ll  finifh  the  difpute  ; 

Of  that  elyfium,  your  applaufe, 

Pm  now  in  warm  purfuit  : 

But  then,  fay  you,  to  gain  this  heav’n. 

What  right  can  you  afTert  ? 

Let  it  be  by  your  goodnefs  givhn 
It  can’t  by  my  defers 

So  fb all  ye  bid  my  labours  live, 

So  {hall  each  following  year, 

While  you  confer,  and  I  receive. 

Both  find  elyfium  here. 

*»<>.• 

BALLAD- — IN  THE  GIPSIES, 


WHY  am  not  I  that  fragrant  flow’r. 

Near  to  heart  Spinnetta  plac’d  ; 

Which  proudly  living  a  fweet  hour. 

Died  on  that  bofom  it  had  grac’d  ? 

Why  am  not  I  that  gentle  gale 
That  plays  around  her  coral  lips. 

Her  breath  like  violets  to  exhale, 

Which  there  eternal  nedtar  fips  ? 

Why  am  1  not  that  cryffal  wave, 

At  fultry  noon  with  pride  that  heav’d  * 

To  which  her  heav’nly  form  fli e  gave, 
Which  thought  ’twas  Venus  it  receiv’d  ? 

Gods,  had  l  been  the  limpid  dream  ! — - 
But  whither  do  my  fenfes  love  ? 

Sunk  in  a  dear  delicious  dream, 

All  things  feem  poffible  to  love. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  GIPSIES. 


g— wwrw 

LOVE’S  a  cheat  ;  w«  over-rate  it  ; 
A  flatt  ring,  Life,  deceitful  joy  ; 


r  -,  ’ 


201 


bibdin’s  selected  songs. 

A  very  nothing  can  create  it, 

A  very  nothing  can  deftroy. 

The  lightning's  flafh,  which  wondering  leaves  us, 
()bfcur‘d  and  darker  than  before 
The  glow-worm's  tinfel,  which  deceives  us, 

A  painted  light,  and  nothing  more. 


BALLAD 


4V.< 

IN  THE  GIPSIES. 


PRAISE  is  a  mirror,  that  flatters  the  mind, 

That  tells  us  of  goodnefs,  and  virtues,  and  graces ; 

As  that  on  our  toilet  inftru&s  u»  to  find 

The  dimples  and  fmiles  which  appc&ron  our  faces ; 

To  which  our  attention  we  cannot  refrain, 

Though  we  draw  off  confus’d,  yet  but  fee  its  attraction 

In  fpite  of  ourfelves  we  return  back  again, 

Regard,  are  abus’d,  and  yet  feel  fatisfa&ion. 

I  know  I’m  deceiv’d,  and  I  lay  to  my  heart. 

You  believe  that  fincere  which  is  nought  but  profunon , 

Call  pleafure  what  foon  will  fevere  mak«  you  fniart 
And  hug  that  for  a  fubftance  you’ll  find  but  delufion. 

Your  praifes  are  flatt’ry,  l  know  it  as  plain 

As  if  you  had  faid,  “  I  ui  falfe  and  deceive  you  : 

But  truth,  reafon,  every  thing,  argues  in  vain; 
jror  fuch  is  my  weaknefs,  I  bluff  and  believe  you. 


BALLAD  —  IN  THE  GlP&IES, 


GO,  proud  lover,  go! 

Take  your  heart  back  again  ; 

For  me  ’tis  too  low. 

Too  unworthy  a  chain. 

Be  haughty,  imperious,  this  gipl'y  defpife  ; 

You  rife  but  to  fall,  while  I  iall  to  life. 

True  love,  never  erring, 

Has  no  felfifh  fears; 

That,  the  more  ’tis  conferring, 

The  nobler  appears  : 

It  lias  no  fordid  views,  no  vile  ends  for  its  guide, 
Tis  ungovern’d  by  int’rcft,  uninfiuenc’d  by  pride. 
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I|;  as-5ft~i  S  •-*« ** 

J -t:e  1  n7  *««  redeem,  ’ 

And^  f“-CCeed5  at  ,aft- 
?  my  egregious  follies  p£p 

Appear  au  idle  dream.  ‘ 

Thus  from  a  falfe  injurious  ruare 
Ihelmnett.mid,  unaware,  ’ 

Tl^/'M  efcaPes  w»h  pain; 
rhe  feathers  he  has  left  beh  nd 
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^hL:i£HPrriffan  he,V  or  a  mifer, 

trr  f 0  c  3  that  his  father’s  free  land 

M  e  pauie  and  look  grave  tn  r  -7 

And  h»  fortune  read  in  his  hand.  . 

Ii  Mils  at  fifteen  would  difeover 

W  hen  lhtdl  l,ke  her  mother  be  wife, 

‘  I'romue  a  handfome  young  lover 
Her  fortune  we  read  in  her  eyes. 

BlWir  l?ViJ,ands  W'tJi  jcaloufy  quaking, 

W  ,,  f  ,kU°W  If  are"y<>“  kmnV  how 

WAn^fd"70Ur  heads  SravL  taking—  ’ 
And  their  fortunes  read  on  the  brow. 
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BALLAD - IN  THE  GIPSIES. 


CONTENTMENT  loft,  each  other  treaiure 
To  eafe  the  mind  eflays  in  vain, 

Riches  and  pomp  take  place  of  pleafure, 
And  mifery  leads  the  fplendid  train. 

Fortune  poffefling,  not  enjoying, 

Feafting  the  fenfes,  not  the  mind, 

In  vague  purfuits  our  time  employing, 
Wegrafp  at  all,  and  nothing  find. 

>*<V«  <«•>  <g>  .  .,V« 

BALLAD — IN  THE  GIPSIES. 


COME  here,  ye  fair  ;  corne  here  each  lover, 
That  lot  Dame  Fortune  would  conceal, 
But  crofs  my  hand,  and  I’ll  difcover  : 

I’m  miftrefs  of  her  and  her  wheel. 

To  trembling  age  we  boldly  promife, 

In  fpight  of  nature,  years  of  health  ; 
Widows  receive  new  hufbands  from  11s, 

And  young  men  all  their  fathers’  wealth. 

Vvre  give  the  fair,  Love’s  influence  under, 
Young  lovers,  eonftant  all  thcr  lives; 

Nay,  we  e’en  dare — a  greater  wonder — 

To  promife  hufbands  faithful  wives. 


«*<>• 


BALLAD - IN  THE  WATERMAN. 


IN  vain,  dear  friends,  each  art  you  try  ; 

To  neither  lover’s  fuit  inclin’d, 

On  outward  charms  I’ll  ne’er  rely, 

But  prize  the  graces  of  the  mind. 

The  empty  coxcomb,  which  you  chofe, 
juft  like  the  flower  of  a  day, 

Shook  by  each  wind  that  folly  blows, 
Seems  born  to  flutter  and  decay. 
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Your  choice  an  honeft  afpedt  wears; 

To  give  him  pain  I  oft  have  griev’d  ; 

But  it  proceeded  from  my  fears; 

Than  me  much  wifer  are  deceived: 

1  thank  you  both,  then,  for  your  love, 

Wait  for  my  choice  a  little  while ; 

And  he  who  moft  fliall  worthy  prove, 

My  hand  I’ll  offer  with  a  fmile. 


BALLAD - IN  IMITATION  OF  ANACREON 


CUPID,  cried  Vulcan,  ’tis  no  jeft. 

I’ll  forge  thy  darts  no  longer,  boy ! 

I  cannot  get  a  moment’s  reft, 

Thy  folly  gives  me  fuck  employ. 

Not  again  ft  Pallas,  no,  nor  Mars, 

My  worn-out  patience  fo  revolts, 

To  furnifh  arms  ior  all  their  wars — 

Nor  e’en  to  forge  Jove’s  thunderbolts. 

Their  confcience  is  in  their  demands 
But  thou  wouldft  tire  me  out  in  footh 
Had  I  Briareus’  hundred  hands — 

Cries  Cupid — Dad,  wilt  hear  the  truth  ! 

The  darts,  thou  makeft,  fo  blunt  are  found ; 

Scarce  do  I  draw  my  bow  at  men, 

But  in  ft  a  fitly  heals  up  the  wound, 

And  all  my  work’s  to  do  again. 

Vainly  1  lavifti  heaps  of  daits, 

And  empty  quiver  after  quiver; 

Winch,  while  they  guard  their  well  arm’d  hearts 
Theie  Iwvers  into  atoms  ihiver. 

Find  out  feme  furer  temper,  new — 

So  fliall,  like  Jove’s  refiftlefs  fiat, 

My  power  grow  fix’d  as  late— and  you— 

Will  henceforth  live  a  little  quiet. 

Old  Muiciber  began  the  work— 

Forged  dart  the  firft— quoth  Love,  let  s  fee  ! 
Then  pok’d  his  bow, .and,  with  a  jerk, 

He  made  his  coup  dtvjfai  on  nie.^ 

The  ftrokc  had  power  each  wav  ring  trace 
Oi  folly  from  my  mind  to  fever  ; 

And  now  I  feel,  one  lovely  face 
Has  fix’d  my  willing  heart  for  ever. 
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BALLAD — in  the  waterman. 
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TOO  yielding  a  carriage, 

Has  oft  before  marriage, 

To  rain  and  mifery  pointed  the  way  ; 

You’re  fhun’d  if  complying, 

But  your  lover  once  flying, 

How  eager  lie’ll  follow  and  beg  you  to  flay. 

A  coquette  ne’er  proclaim  me, 

Ye  maids,  then,  nor  blame  me, 

Ifl  with  to  be  happy,  whene’er  I’m  a  wife  ; 

Each  lover’s  denial, 

Was  only  a  trial, 

Which  is  he  that’s  mofl  likely  to  love  me  for  life. 


BALLAD — in  harvest  home. 


BE  others  the  ungracious  talk 

Of  judging  my  too  thoughtlefs  fex, 

By  envy  drel's’d  in  Candor’s  maik, 

That  even  Virtue’s  felf  fufpe&s. 

Mine  be  the  better,  kinder  part, 

While  I  examine  well  my  own, 

To  pity  and  forgive  the  heart, 

That  has  tranlgrefs’d  from  love  alone. 

Stern  Justice  with  unfhaken  hand, 

Sprung  from  necelhty  and  time, 

I  hat  laws  he  kept  which  rule  mankind, 
May  fix  the  forfeit  price  of  crime. 

Judges  of  a  fofter  kind , 

Frail  error  well  has  reafon  given  : 

Pity — perfection  of  the  mind, 

And  Mercy — fav’rite  child  of  heaven. 

»■<►••  .*<>•»♦ 

BALLAD — IN  THE  COBLER. 


SUCK  ufage  as  this  is,  what  wife  but  myfelf 
Would  put  up  with,  and  not  figh  and  fob  ; 
*  S 
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No  crofs  in  her  pocket,  no  food  on  the  fihelf. 

Or  what  hufband  would  let  her  but  Snob  ? 

And  yet,  let  me  hope,  though  for  every  crime, 

He  had  more  than  there’s  days  in  the  year, 

That  his  heart  is  fo  good,  I  fhould  ftill  fee  the  time. 
When  a  different  man  he’d  appear. 

But  if  I’m  deceiv’d,  while  another  guefs  wife, 

So  treated,  would  fcold  and  revile  ; 

Though  poor,  though  confined  in  a  prifon  for  life, 
With  him  I’d  endeavour  to  fmile. 

I  love  him,  and  every  way  I’ll  purfue, 

That  I  can,  his  affections  to  keep  : 

And  if  then  he  fhould  flight  me,  I’ve  nothing  to  do. 
But  to  wifh  he  were  kinder,  and  weep. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  COBLER. 


ah  have  you  forgot  then,  unkind  as  you  are, 

When  hlmfemaid  I  liv’d  at  the  Squire’s 
All  the  wine  and  good  things  that  I  crilffd  with  fuch  care, 
Evlry  morn  when  I  lighted  the  fires  ? 

And  have  you  forgot  how  I  lean‘d  on  my  broom, 

And  in  rapture  heard  all  that  you  laid, 

Till  fcolded  1  got  for  not  fweeping  the  room, 

And  beat  for  not  making  the  bed  ? 

When  you  told  me  you‘d  have  me,  my  brufh  and  my  mop 
Kept  time  while  with  plealure  Icd  fing; 

And  foon  ’twas  the  talk  at  the  chandlers  fhop, 

You  had  purchashl  the  licence  and  ring. 

But  when  you  had  married,  and  cained  me  home 
How  fweetly  my  time  pafs'd  away  : 

You  (wore,  that  you  lov‘d,  that  no  longer  you(d  roam, 

And  I  thought  it  would  never  be  day. 

BALLAD  — IN  NON-E  SO  BLIND  as  those  who 

won’t  see. 


SHE  who  linked  by  her  fate, 

To  a  four  churlifli  mate, 

And  to  i'oine  fmart  young  flatterer  dare*  not  be  kind 
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Who  a  look  fears  to  fteal, 

That  her  flame  would  reveal, 

What  would  that  woman  give,  were  her  hufband  but  blind. 

She  in  youth's  early  bloom, 

By  a  too  fevere  doom, 

To  decrepid  old  age,  whole  hard  parents  have  join'd 
How  bleft  would  (lie  be, 

Till  death  fet  her  free, 

Could  lire  add  to  his  gout,  that  her  hufband  was  blind. 

In  tliort,  we  all  chufe, 

With  onr  different  views. 

And  his  right  each  fhould  pick  out  a  mate  to  her  mind; 

For  me,  let  my  dear, 

Since  men  fee  Io  clear, 

Be  b  eft  with  a  fpanking  large  fortune — and  blind. 
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BALLAD - IN  THE  LONG  ODDS. 


A  SAYING  *twas,  when  I  was  young, 
That  golden  carts  take  hay  in  ; 

Ana  in  my  ears  my  mother  rung, 

Oft  times  this  felf  fame  faying. 

My  dad,  who,  the  main  chance  did  think, 
Of  human  cares  the  deareft, 

Would  cry,  whene’er  thou  goeft  to  drink, 
The  deeped:  dream’s  the  cleared. 

I  had  an  uncle,  and  his  faw 
Was  take  and  never  render, 

And  this  he  gave  me  as  a  law. 

While  yet  my  years  were  tender. 

My  aunt  had  her  good  adage  too, 

Who  alfo  was  my  tutor  : 

Says  fhe,  whoever  comes  to  woo, 

A  dower’s  a  handfome  fuitor. 

Let  me  good  fir,  add  mine  to  theirs, 

Tell  not  your  name  for  nothing, 

A  rule  I’ve  found  in  all  affairs, 

Meat,  wafhing,  drink,  and  cloathing. 

My  girl,  who  has  her  parent’s  knack, 

For  maxims  adds  a  right  one; 

No  crows  are  found  that  are  not  black, 
Yet  a  rich  crow’s  a  white  one. 


- - - 
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SONG  — IN  THE  SALOON* 

ALAS!  when  once  the  book  of  life 
Draws  towards  the  la  ft  page, 

^  hat  folly  then  to  take  a  wife  ! 

Our  days  are  on  the  clofe  ; 

And,  as  at  one  door  conies  in  age, 

Love  out  at  Mother  goes. 

Is  it  not  truth, 

That  youth  loves  youth, 

Juft  as  the  zephyr  loves  the  rofe. 

This  law  I  own’s  fevere,  though  juft  ; 

But  let  us  lince  fubmit  we  muft, 

Submit  with  a  good  grace; 

Laughing  at  Love  with  all  his  train, 

And  as  rcafon  takes  its  reign, 

The  table  and  the  chafe, 

T  he  jovial  fong,  the  fparkli-ng  wine, 

And  a  true  friend,  that  gift  divine! 

Shall  well  Supply  the  place. 


BALLAD-  -IN  HARVEST  HOME. 


THERE'S  fomething  in  women  their  lovers  engage, 
Of  whatever  complexion,  or  ftature,  or  age  ; 

And  fhe  who  would  frighten  a  mere  ftandei-bv. 

Is  a  Venus  herfelf  in  the  fond  h> verbs  eye. 

If  fhecs  pale,  never  fvvan  was  a  tenth  part  fo  fair  ; 

If  tawny,  like  jet,  are  her  eyesand  her  hair. 

If  Xantippe  heriolf,  her  lcolding’s  thought  wit ; 

If  meek,  all  good  wives  to  their  hulbands  fubmit. 

If  a  pigmy,  how  neat  are  her  air  and  her  mien  ! 

If  a  fteeple,  lire’s  graceful,  and  walks  like  a  queen  ; 

If  a  girl  in  her  teens,  ail’s  handfome  that’s  young  ; 

If  eighty,  her  fortune  fays — World  hold  your  tongue. 
In  ihort  to  dear  women  ’tis  given  to  pleafe, 

And  tho’the  whim  often  flionld  take  them  to  teaze. 
To  perplex,  to  torment,  and  a  thoufand  things  more 
Thev’re  the  deities  men  were  all  born  to  adore. 
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BACCHUS  come,  thy  vot'ry  own  me, 
’Tis  faid  that  thou  all  cares  can’ft  end: 
A  perjured  fair  has  bafely  flown  rae, 

Fled  with  a  falfe  perfidious  friend. 
LetS  drink! — ’tis  true  my  forrows  pafs  : 

New  joys  exhilerate  my  fowl, 

I  find  a  friend  in  every  glafs. 

And  a  kind  miftrefs  in  the  bowl. 


BALLAD - IN  THE  GIPSIES. 


WOULD’ST  error  leave,  to  follow  truth, 
Would'fl  all  thy  cares  fliould  end, 

Turn  here  thy  fleps,  mifguided  youth, 

And  liflen  to  a  friend. 

Nor  to  Severity  auflere, 

Nor  fond  Indulgence  lean  ; 

But  feek  fair  Moderation,  here 
She  holds  the  golden  mean. 

From  that  hand  which  profufJy  gives, 

Can  any  bleffiog  fall  ? 

Or  who  a  joy  from  that  deiives 
Which  churl  refufes  all  ? 

Turn  then,  thy  errors  to  atone, 

And  fleer  a  courfe  between; 

Fair  Moderation  ’tis  alone 
That  holds  the  golden  mean. 

BALLAD - IN  THE  COBLER. 


GAY  Bacchiv,,  and  Mercury,  and  T, 
One  evening  a  flrange  frolic  rook, 
And  left  the  queer  dons  of  the  iky, 
To  take  at  queer  mortals  a  look  : 
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But  our  vilit  ne’er  alter’d  the  fcene ; 

The  fame  folly,  the  fame  fenfelefs  mirth 
We  (till  found,  and  ’tis  this  mortals  mean 
When  they  tell  us  of  heaven  upon  earth. 

We  join’d  a  convivial  crew, 

Who  pufh’d  round  the  claret  with  fpunk  ; 
Bacchus  l'wore  it  was  nebtar,  and  grew, 

Like  a  lord,  or  a  tinker, foon  drunk. 

To  their  concerts,  that  tortured  my  ears, 

Noife  and  Difcord  fo  fairly  give  birth, 

That  I  thought  ’twas  a  crafli  of  the  fpheres, 
And  thus  mulic  is  heaven  upon  earth. 

At  Pharaoh  we  punted  and  cock’d, 

Till  we  fuch  an  example  were  made, 

That  Mercury  retired,  quite  Block’d, 

To  be  foilcd  at  his  own  proper  trade. 

In  love  mortals  all  riot  run, 

Beauty,  honour,  edeem,  private  worth. 
Politely  give  place  to  crim  con  : 

And  thus  iove  is  heaven  upon  earth* 

As  to  me,  my  poor  portion  of  wit 

In  two  minutes  was  knocked  out  of  joint, 

By  pun,  jeux  d‘efprit,  lucky  hit, 

And  quibble,  conundrum,  and  point. 

Th  us  below  they  act  o‘er  the  lame  fcene 

We  play  here,  the  fame  clamour  and  mirth. 
And  this  is  the  nonfenfe  they  mean 

When  they  tell  us  of  heaven  upon  earth. 


GLEE - IN  THE  CHELSEA  PENSIONER. 


SWEETLY',  fweetly,  let's  enjoy 

The  fouling  moments  made  for  love; 

And  while  we  clafp  the  dimpled  boy. 

The  glafs  to  you,  to  you  fhall  move. 

And  drinking,  laughing,  jelling  neatly, 

The  time  (hall  pafs  on  fweetly— -fweetly. 
Lovecs  arrows,  dippkl  in  rofy  wine, 

To  the  charm'd  heart  like  lightening  pafs ; 
And  Mars  feels  tranfport  more  divine, 

When  ladling  Venus  fills  ids  glafs. 
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GLEE - IN  THE  CHELSEA  PENSIONER. 


WITH  mingled  found  of  drum  and  fife, 
We  follow  i he  recruiting  life  ; 

And  as  we  march  through  every  fair, 
Make  girls  admire,  and  bumkins  hare, 
With  bumpers  full  we  ply  Sir  Clown, 
Or  elfe  produce  the  well-tim‘d  crown  ; 
And  lifting  firft  the  fturdy  elves. 

We  gain  their  fvveethearts  for  ourfeives. 


i.dV" 

GLEE — IN  THE  CHELSEA  PENSIONER. 


TELL  me,  neighbour,  ceil  me  plain, 

Which  is  the  beft  employ  ? 

Ts  it  love,  whofe  very  pain 
They  fay  is  perfect  joy  ? 

Is  it  war,  whole  thund’ring  found 
Is  heard  at  fuch  a  diftance  round  ? 

Is  it  to  have  the  miferS  hoard  ? 

- 

Is  it  to  be  with  learning  ftor‘d  ? 

Is  it  gay  Pcgaftnto  rein, 

Tell  me,  neighbour,  tell  me  plain  ? 

No,  no,  will  anfwer  every  honeft  foul, 

The  belt  employ's  to  pufl-i  about  the  bowl. 

SONG - IN  THE  CHELSEA  PENSIONER. 


A  WHILE  in  every  nation 
War  may  blaze  around, 

Still  fpreading defolation, 

Yet  there's  hopes  of  peace. 

Awhile  the  billows  raging, 

May  Iky  and  fea  confound, 

Yet  winds  and  waves  affuaging. 
Storms  at  laft  will  ceafo. 

But  maw  by  vice  o‘ertakcn, 

A  tempelk  in  his  mind, 
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His  warring  paffions  fhaken, 

Are  reeds  as  in  the  wind. 

Rare  is  the  eloquence  that  has  the  charm, 

To  rule  that  peflilence,  or  quell  the  dorm. 


BALLAD  IN  THE  CHELSEA  PENSIONER. 


WHEN  well  one  knows  to  love  and  pleafe, 
What  didreffes  can  one  prove, 

What  can  rcb  that  heart  of  eafe 
Poflefs’d  of  pleafure,  rich  in  love  ? 

Alas  !  without  this  foverefgn  good. 

Whofe  power  no  emperor  can  day» 
Riches,  rank,  or  noble  blood, 

Honours,  titles,  what  are  they  ? 

One  tender  'ook’s  to  lovers  worth 
More  treafure  than  the  Indies  own  ; 
Smiles  are  the  empire  of  the  earth, 

The  arms  of  thole  we  love  a  throne# 


SONG - IN  THE  SHEPERDESS  OF  THE  ALPS. 


IN  the  month  of  May, 

The  morning  grey, 

Firds  peeps  a  doubtful  light: 

Three  drikes  the  clock, 

The  village  cock 

t -/ 

Next  crows  with  all  his  might. 

Each  waking  bird, 

Chirping  is  heard  ; 

Tinges  of  red  the  dey  adorn  ; 

Bird,  man,  and  bead, 

Regard  the  ead, 

And,  pleas’d,  fa  lute  the  riling;  morn. 

The  fhephtrd  now  his  dock  unfolds  ; 
Night,  like  a  thief,  deals  flow  away  ; 

His  dingy  line, 

Ugly  to  view, 
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Is  chang’d  to  a  delightful  blue; 

All  nature’s  gay  ; 

And  now  the  villager  beholds, 

His  mowers  mow,  his  plougners  plough, 
finecp  bieat,  birds  fing,  and  oxen  low  \ 

Each  rural  found  falutes  his  ears  ; 

He  whiffles  to  make  one  : 

And  now, 

Ufher’d  by  all  this  fine  parade, 

In  every  fplcndid  pomp  array’d, 

Appears 

The  radient  fun. 

So,  after  abundance  of  toilet  affairs, 

And  Betty  has  nine  times  run  up  and  down  flairs 
For  lappets  and  ribbands,  and  one  thing  and  t’other, 
Anct  the  houfe  top  and  bottom’s  alarm’d  with  the  pother. 
And  a  hundred  things  more  are  done  equally  rjfible 
The  lady,  at  lafi  ccndefcends  to  be  viliblc. 
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SONG - IN  THE  ISLANDERS. 


THIS  ftrange  emotion  at  my  heart 
On  how  ihali  1  explain  ? 

’T;s  j°yj  *ti*  grief,  ’tis  cafe,  ’tis  fm art, 

I JS  plcafure,  and  tis  pain! 

The  bufy  trembling  fluttcrer  plays, 
it  knows  not  how  or  why  ? 

Ana  throbs  and  beats  a  thoufand  ways _ _ 

Ah  quiet  prithee  lie! 

C eafe,  ana  fenfations  fuch  a.s  thefe 
lull  careful  heed  deftrov  • 

Wiiat  good  is  in  die  fame  degrees 
01  mingled  pain  and  joy  ? 


•  •••<>...  <3«?> 


EALLAD. 


I  MADE  a  prorr.ife  to  he  wife, 
E'Ct  twas  a  promife  out  of  feafon  • 
So  much  fo,  that  I‘m  fure  he  lies 
W  ho  fays  he  always  follows  Rcafon. 
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Ifoon  grew  tir'd  of  Wifdom's  dream, 

-And  turning  from  pale  melancholy, 
sc  1  on  tfie  oppolite  extreme  : 

But  I  at  laft  grew  tired  of  Folly. 

1  hus  feparate  :  what  was  next  to  do  ? 

I  -rhaps  ‘twould  keep  them  to  their  tether 
li  l  could  work  upon  thefe  two 
To  live  in  harmony  together. 

After,  of  courfe,  a  little  ftrife, 

‘Twas  fettled,  without  farther  pother, 

One  ihould  he  treated  as  a  wife, 

And  only  as  a  miftrefs  t’other. 

Her  portion  of  my  joys  and  cares 
Now  each,  by  my  appointment,  meafures  ; 

Reafon  conducts  ali  my  affairs, 

And  Folly  manages  my  pieafures. 

s 

BALLAD—  IN  CASTLES  IN  THE  AIR. 


OFT  has  the  world  been  well  defin'd, 
By  fayers  and  by  fingers, 

I  call ’t  a  belfrey,  and  mankind 
I  call  the  jolly  ringers. 

Through  major  bobs,  and  triple  bobs, 
Each  emuloufly  ranges  ; 

And  while  each  anxious  bofom  throbs, 
All  try  to  ring  the  changes, 

Thefe  college  youths  are  lent  to  fcheol, 
And  afterwards  to  college. 

And  thence  return  by  fquare  and  rule, 
Well  verfed  in  worldly  knowledge. 

As  genius  leads,  to  cram  his  maw. 

Each  art’s  ciofe  lab'rynth  ranges, 

And  on  religion,  phyfic,  law, 

Completely  ring  the  changes. 

The  fortune  hunter  fwears  and  lies, 

And  courts  tire  widows  jointure; 

Then  with  a  richer  heirefs  flies, 

Nor  minds  to  di (appoint  her. 

The  widow  too  has  her  arch  whim, 

Nor  thinks  his  conduct  flrange  is; 
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A  titled  heir,  fucceeds  fo  him, 

And  thus  die  ring-:  the  changes. 

The  waiter  pillages  the  greek, 

The  greek  the  fpendthrift  fleeces, 

The  fpendthrift  makes  dad’s  fortune  fqueak, 
Dad  rackrents  and  grants  leafes. 


The  tenants  break,  gazette  reports 
Each  difference  arranges, 

Till  pro  and  con,  through  all  the  courts, 
The  lawyers  ring  the  changes. 

Thus  like  the  bells,  each  fear  and  hope, 
Hangs  wav’ring  and  fufpended; 

All  tug  away,  while  fome  a  rope 
Get,  more  than  they  intended. 

In  merry  cadence  as  they  roll, 

We’ll  rove  where  reafon  ranges ; 

Nor  fhall  the  bell  of  fadnefs  toll, 

Till  death  fhall  ring  the  changes. 
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THE  breeze  was  frefh,  the  fhip  in  flays, 
E  i.eh  breaker  hufli’d,  the  fliore  a  haze, 
When  Jack,  no  more  on  duty  call’d, 

His  true  love’s  tokens  overhaul’d  : 

The  broken  gold,  the  braided  hair, 

The  tender  motto,  writ  fo  fair, 

Upon  his  ’bacco-box  he  views, 

Nancy  the  poet,  Love  the  mufc  : 

*•  If  you  loves  I  as  I  loves  you, 

“  No  pair  fo  happy  as  we  two.” 

The  dorm — that  like  a  fhapelefs  wreckj 
Had  ftrewed  with  rigging  all  the  deck. 
That  tars  for  (harks  had  given  a  feaff, 
And  left  the  fhip  a  hulk — had  ceas‘d  : 
When  Jack,  as  with  his  meffmates  dear 
He  (h  ar’d  the  grog,  their  hearts  to  cheer, 
Took  from  his  ’bacco-box  a  quid, 

And  fpelt,  for  comfort,  on  the  lid. 

If  you  loves  I  as  l  loves  you, 

“  No  pair  fo  happy  as  we  two  ** 
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/,  I  b*‘  e-that  With  horror  grim, 

Had  madly  ravaged  life  and  limb, 

Had  fcuppers  drench’d  with  human  gore 
And  Widow’d  many  a  wife— tfas  o’er : 

Fi'rdn  'MCf  i’  t0  h,IS  comP‘,ni°ns  dear, 
i  n  it  paid  the  tribute  of  a  tear, 

Wien,  as  hjs  ’bacco-box  he  held, 

Rehor  d  his  comfort,  as  he  fpell’d 

If  you  loves  I  as  I  loves  you, 

Ao  pair  fo  liappy  as  we  two.” 

fhe  \  o)  age  that  had  been  long  and  hard. 
But  that  had  yielded  full  reward, 

Tiiat  brought  each  Tailor  to  his  friend, 
appy  and  rich — was  at  an  end  : 

When  Jack,  his  toils  and  perils  o’er 
Behekt  his  Nancy  on  the  There, 

He  then  the  ’bacco-box  difpfay’d 
And  cried,  and  feized  the  willing  maid 
If  you  i(j\  es  1  as  I  loves  you. 

No  pair  1  o  happy  as  we  two,” 
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IF  ever  a  Tailor  was  fond  of  good  fport, 

’Along  fc  the  girls,  why  that  Tailor  was  I 
Ot  a!i  lizes  and  forts,  I  * d  a  wife  at  each  port 
But,  when  that  l  fa\vld  Polly  Ply, 

I  hail‘d  her  my  lovely,  and  govcd  her  a  kifs 
And  fworc  to  bring  up  once  for  all. 

And  from  that  time  black  Barnaby  fpi ic‘d  us  to  this 
I‘ve  been  conftant  and  t.  ue  to  my  Poll. 

And  yet  now  all  forts  of  temptations  I‘ve  hood, 

For  I  afterwards  failed  round  the  word, 

And  a  queer  fet  we  ia\vr  of  1 1 « c  devil ‘s  own  brood, 
Wherever  our  fails  were  unfurled  : 

Some  with  faces  like  charcoal,  and  others  like  chalk* 
All.  ready  one‘s  heart  to  o‘erhaul, 

Don‘t  you  go  to  love  me,  my  good  girl,*  faid  I  ‘  walk- 
Icve  fworn  to  be  conftant  to  Poll.’ 

I  met  with  a  fquaw  out  at  India,  beyond, 

Alt  in  giafs  and  tobacco  pipes  dreiskd, 
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What  a  dear  pretty  monfter  !  fo  kind,  and  fo  fond, 

That  I  ne‘er  -was  a  moment  at  red. 

With  her  bobs  at  her  nofe,  and  her  quaw,  quaw,  quaw, 
All  the  world  like  a  barthelmy  doll, 

Says  I,  ‘  You  Mils  Copperkin,  juft  hold  your  jaw, 

6  Icve  fworn  to  be  conftant  to  Poll’ 


Then  one  near  Sumatra,  juft  under  the  line, 

As  fond  as  a  witch  in  a  play, 

‘  I  loves  you,’  fays  fhe,  1  and  juft  only  be  mine, 
c  Or,  by  poifon,  I’ll  take  you  away.’ 

*  Curfe  your  kindnefs,’  fays  I,  ‘  but  you  can’t  frightem 

4  me, 

‘  You  doiftt  catch  a  gudgeon  this  haul, 

*  If  I  do  take  your  ratfbane,  why  then,  do  you  fee, 

‘  I  fhall  die  true  and  conftant  to  Poll.’ 

But  I ’fcap‘d  from  them  all,  tawny,  lily,  and  black, 
And  merrily  weathercd  each  ftorrn, 

And,  my  neighbours  to  plcafe,  full  of  wonders  came  back, 
But,  what’s  better,  I’m  grown  pretty  warm. 

And  fo  now  to  fea  1  fhall  venture  no  more, 

For  you  know,  being  rich,  I’ve  no  call, 

So  I’ll  bring  up  young  tars,  do  my  duty  afliore, 

And  live  and  die  conftant  to  Poll. 


♦»<>♦« 
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THE  martial  pomp,  the  mournful  train 
Befpcak  fome  honoured  hero  llain; 

The  obfequies  denote  him  brave; 

Hark  !  the  volley  o’er  his  grave  : 

Tiie  awful  knell  founds  low  and  lorn, 

Yet  ceafe  ye  kindred  brave  to  mourn. 

The  plaintive  fife,  and  muffled  drum, 

The  man  may  fummon  to  his  filent  home; 
The  foldier  lives! — his  deeds  to  trace, 
Behold  the  Seraph  Glory  place 
An  ever-living  laurel  round  his  facrcd  tomb. 


Nor  deem  it  hard,  ye  thoughtlefs  gay, 
Short’s  man’s  longcft  earthly  ftay  ; 

Our  lif  tic  hour  ol  life  we  try, 

And  then  dci  art : — we’re  born  to  die. 
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Then  Iofe  no  moment  dear  to  fame 
Alley  longer*  live  who  live  in  name, 

1  he  plaintive  fife,  &c. 
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SIN  Cl,  ZephTus  firfr  tatted  the  charms  of  coy  Flora 
Sure  Nature  ne‘er  beamed  on  fo  lovely  a  more, 
len  thoufand  fweet  birds  court  the  fmile  of  Aurora, 

And  the  woods  loudly  echo  the  found  of  the  horn  : 

\  et  the  morn's  not  fo  lovely,  fo  brilliant,  fo  pay, 

As  ourfplendid  appearance,  in  gallant  array, 

"When  all  ready  mounted,  we  number  our  forces", 

Enough  the  wild  boar  or  the  tiger  to  lcare : 

Pity  fifty  flout  beings,  count  dogs,  men,  and  horfes, 
should  encounter  fuch  peril— to  kill  one  poor  bare  ! 

Little  wretch,  thy  fate's  hard! — thou  v/ert  gentle  and  blame, 
lefs; 

1  et,  a  type  of  the  world  in  thy  fortune  we  fee; 

And  Virtue,  by  mongers  as  cruel  and  fhamelefs, 

Poor,  defencelefs,  and  timid,  is  hunted  like  thee. 

See !  vainly  each  path  how  die  doubles  and  tries  : 

L  die  fcape  the  hound  Treachery, by  Slander  ihe  dies! 
T  o  0‘erccrae  that  meek  fear  for  which  men  fhould  refpedt  her 
Ev‘ry  art  is  employed,  ev'ry  fubtle  fnare—  J 

Lity  thofe  who  were  born  to  defend  and  protedt  her 
Should  hunt  to  her  ruin — fo  timid  a  hare  ! 

Thus  it  fares  with  poor  Merit,  which  mortals  fhould  cherifh, 
As  the  heaven-giited  fpark  that  illumines  the  mind  ; 

As  ReafonSs  bed  honour  :  led  with  it.  fhonld  peri  (It 
Ev'ry  grace  that  Perfection  can  lend  to  mankind. 

Hark!  Envy's  pack  opens ;  the  grim  lurcher,  Fear, 

And  the  mongrel,  Vexation,  fkulks  tty  in  the  rear: 
The  reft  ail  rullt  on,  at  their  head  the  whelp  Slander, 

The  fell  matt  ill  Malice,  the  greyhound  Defpair  ! 

Pity  beings  bed  known  by  bright  Truth  and  fair  Candour 
Should  hunt  down--fhame  to  manhood--!o  harm  lefs  allure. 

Their  fport-s  at  an  end,  hardi  Refledtion’s  begui’er 
To  fome  thoughtiefs  oblivion  their  fouls  they  rettgn  ; 

The  feducer  takes  pleafure,  revenge  the  reviler, 

The  hunter’s  oblivion,  more  harnilefs,  is  wine. 
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Thus,  having  deflroye  1  every  rational  j<y 
1  hat  can  Signify  Rcafon,  they  Reafon  deftroy  : 
And  yet  not  in  vain,  if  this  Icftbn  infpirit 
Ought  of  revcrence  for  Genius,  refpefl  for  the  Fair 
So  the  tear  of  loft  Virtue  and  poor  ruined  Merit 
i  he  fad  manes  fhall  appeafe  of  the  innocent  hare. 
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THE  world’s  a  good  thing,  ah  how  fweet  and  delicious 
The  bufs  and  delight  it  contains  ; 

Dev’l  a  pleafure  hut  joy  Fortune  crams  in  our  diflies, 
Except  a  few  torments  and  pains. 

Then  wine's  a  good  thing,  the  dear  drink's  fo  inviting 
Where  each  toper  each  care  fweet ly  drowns. 

Where  our  friends  we  fo  cherifli,  fo  love  and  delight  in, 
Except  when  we‘re  cracking  tiieir  crowns. 

Sing  diddtroo  whack,  take  the  good  with  the  bad 
^  So  put  round  the  claret  and  fherry  ; 

If  the  cares  of  this  world  did  not  make  us  fo  fad, 

’Twould  be  eafy  enough  to  be  merry. 

Fa;t  a  wife’s  a  good  ting,  fure  to  charm  and  content  ye, 
i  o  cherifh  and  love  you  lire’s  born  ; 

Show ‘ring  joys  on  your  brow,  like  thegoddefs  of  plenty 
bo  fweet,  juft  excepting  the  horn. 

Arrah  fait  the  dear  law  a  nice  good  ting  to  truft  is 
juft  your  all  to  its  mercy  devote; 

You‘11  he  fure  to  get  bed,  board,  and  cloathing  from  Tuftice 
Except  when  Jhe  ftrips  off  your  coat. 

Sing  didderoo,  &c. 


Enct  a  place  a  good  ting  ?  where  the  loaves  and  the  fifties, 

So  neatly  are  handed  about, 

Where  you  turn  while  your  in,  till  you  get  all  your  willies, 
Except  when  they’re  turning  you  out. 

I?  not  fame  a  good  ting  ?  ah  her  trump  found  fo  glorious, 

_  And  fo  lings  forth  the  deeds  of  the  brave  ! 

Nothing  hinders  their  living  long,  great,  and  notorious, 
Except  that  they’re  fnug  in  the  grave  ! 

Sing  didderoo,  &c. 

ft.u  n  a  iriend‘s  a  good  ting,  ah  he  foothes  all  your  forrow8’ 
And  joftens  each  care  of  )  our  life, 
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And  nothing,  kind  foul,  in  return  ever  borrows 
Except  j u it  your  purfe  or  your  wife. 

By  companions  then  fince  each  good  ting's  a  treafure. 
As  tiie  foil  llicws  the  diamond^  true  ^iare 
Let  us  m  this  life,  cherilli  only  the  pleafure, 
jXctpt  when  w th c  tafluig  tlie  care* 

Sing  didderoo,  & c. 
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BE  quiet  that  blackbird  and  thrufli, 

So  gallanting, 

And  chanting, 

And  whi filing, 

And  bridling, 

And  warbling  your  fong  in  the  grove. 

That  goldfinch  and  linnet  pray  hiifli ; 

Poor  TafFy  is  fighing, 

And  alfo  is  crying. 

And  moreover  dying 
For  love. 

What  a  noife,  only  hark  ! 

Why  you  imprudent  lark  ! 

The  loud  little  devils  to  hear 
Gives  her  torture,  and  torment,  and  fmart ; 
For  though  honey  their  notes  to  her  ear, 

They  are  hitter  as  gall  to  her  heart, 

Her  cannot  for  her  foul  be  glad 
When  Winifred’s  away; 

Yet  it  is  wrong,  and  it  is  bad 
To  chide  their  pretty  lay  ; 

That  love  that  makes  poor  Taffy  fad. 
Makes  all  the  grove  fo  gay. 

Pipe  on,  merry  blackbird,  and  thrufli, 

Sing  your  ditty, 

So  pretty, 

•  And  whiver  it, 

And  quiver  it , 

Nature  fmiles,  and  the  fpring’s  in  its  prime: 
From  each  fpray,  and  each  tree,  and  each  bufh, 
Your  madrigals  pouring, 

Some  hopping 
Some  foaring, 
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Your  fong  will  be  o’er  in 
Good  time. 

What  a  noife,  only  hark  ! 

Now’s  your  time,  Mr,  Lark, 

When  to-morrow  fweet  Win  (hall  appear, 
You’ll  not  make  this  noife,  and  this  hir, 
Then  a  much  fweeter  ditty  to  hear, 

You’ll  leave  fmging,  and  liflen,  to  her. 

Then  Taffy  be  no  longer  fad, 

Though  Winifred(s  away, 

But  fmile  with  nature,  and  be  glad, 

And  like  the  grove  be  gay, 

To-morrow  pleafurc£s  to  be  had, 

Then  do  not  grieve  to-day. 
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COME  away  then  at  my  call, 

High,  low,  rich,  poor,  fat,  lean,  fhort,  tall; 

1  undertake  to  furnilii  all 
A  panacea  to  cure  care. 

Would  the  old  renew  their  youth, 

Would  Falihood  learn  to  charm  like  Truth, 
Would  Honour  in  life's  game  be  winner, 

Or  moded  Merit  find  a  dinner, 

To  Hope  hill  turning  black  Defpair, 

Come  build  cables  in  the  air. 

Here  the  cit,  through  clouds  of  fmokc, 

In  ccfFec-houfe  who  cracks  his  joke, 

Whom,  at  his  defk,  the  cobwebs  choke, 

Still  imitates  the  fpider’s  care : 

Of  ton  the  very  life  and  foul, 

Near  fome  Hockley  in  the  Hole, 

To  all  the. guttling  c»cy  beads. 

Shall  give  fuch  moi  h  rous  fumptuous  fealls, 
Genteel  as  any  dancing  bear. 

In  his  cable  built  of  air. 

Would  fpendthriiVs  ne’er  put  down  their  gig**  . 
Would  needy  curates  count  tithe  pig*, 

Would  Gout  dance  rigadoons  and  jigs, 

Would  Greeks  play  only  on  the  fquare, 
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Would  guilt  a  waking  confcience  blind, 

Would  tabbies  handfome  hufbands  find, 

Would  lawyers  fight  poor  orphans’  battles, 
Preferving  them  their  goods  and  chatties, 

Would  pigeons  fcape  a  well-laid  fnare, 

Come  build  caftles  in  the  air. 

Would  country  hicks  become  polite, 

Would  Avarice  give,  would  Cowardice  fight, 
Would  Envy  praife,  would  dunces  write, 

Would  Fraud  fair  Honours  vebments  wear, 
Would  mifers  know  when  they’d  enough, 

Would  gluttons  roots,  and  water  huff. 

Would  gambling  ceafe  to  be  alarming, 

Worth  to  be  priz’d,  or  beauty  charming, 
Would  lovers  ceafe  to  lie  and  fwear. 

Come  build  cables  in  the  air. 

Tn  fliort,  all  thofe  who  Nature  force, 

Who  put  Life‘s  cart  before  the  horfe, 

Turn  Times  and  Seafons  from  their  courfe, 
Build  hopes  by  Folly’s  rule  and  fquare — 

For  inflance,  now,  did  I  appear, 

From  confcious  diffidence  or  fear, 

T’indulge  one  moment  fuch  a  fiander 
That  any  here  were  void  of  candour. 

My  hopes  ought  all  to  be  defpair, 

And  all  my  cables  built  in  air. 
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LORD  what  he  all  the  rich  and  great. 

The  pride  of  courts  and  cities  ? 

Their  fufs,  and  rout,  and  pomp,  and  bate. 
Lord  how  a  body  pities. 

The  gouty  fquire,  in  coach  and  fix, 

My  lady  with  her  phthific, 

His  worfhip  with  the  rheumatics, 

Ail  Tick  from  both  and  phyfic. 

Ho  w  different  we  ploughmen  be, 

Through  bog,  and  briar,  and  tliible, 

Who  work  with  health,  and  firengtb,  and  glee, 
And  o’er  the  furrow  whible. 
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That  thing,  the  young  fquire,  my  landlord’s  heir 
You’d  for  a  doll  mittake  it ; 

Set  on  a  fhelf,  like  China  ware. 

For  fear  the  maids  fliould  break  it : 

Then  mils  loves  fcandal,  cheats  at  play, 

Gets  tonifh,  bold,  and  fpunky, 

Hates  natty  man,  then  runs  away, 

To  prove  it,  with  a  monkey. 

How  different  from  tbefe  imps,  f®  fpruce, 

With  pride  that  fwell  a»d  brittle, 

Are  ours,  formed  ploughmen  to  produce. 

Who  o4er  the  furrow  whittle. 

A  nabob,  drefs‘d  in  ttars,  comes  down, 

To  our  village,  worth  a  million  ; 

His  villa’s  here,  his  houfe  in  town, 

By  the  fea  fide  his  pavilion. 

Poor  man,  he’d  thank  his  ttars  to  feizc, 

For  his,  my  humble  ttation  ; 

Why  he's  dying  of  a  new  difeafe, 

They  calls  a  complication. 

With  ficknefs  then  what’s  high  degree  ? 

What  garter,  bath,  and  thiftle  ? 

Gh  that  the  nabob  could,  like  me, 

Blithe  o’er  the  furrow  whittle  ! 

Thus  honeft  Clump,  fevere,  though  kind, 

Did  wit  with  pity  feafon  ; 

Blett  with  that  manly  ttrength  of  mind, 

Taught  by  content  and  reafon. 

In  artlefs  wit,  unconfcious  lenfe, 

He  pitied  imperfection  ; 

Not  rancour,  but  beneficence, 

Infpiring  each  rtiledtion. 

My  wifh  ’gaintt  haughty  pomp,  cried  he, 

At  the  poor  who  puff" and  brittle, 

Is — May  they  tatte  fucli  joys  as  we, 

Who  o‘er  the  furrow  whittle! 
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THE  auctioneer  mounts,  and—  fir tt  hawing  and  hemn 
Addrcffes  his  audience  with — Ladies  and  gemmen, 
Permit  me  to  make  on  tliisfale  a  few  ttriclures 
Tis  coinprifed  of  lo me  choice  allegorical  pictures. 
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Lot  one  is  a  portrait  of  Truth  bid  away  ! 
or  Truth,  la  es  and  gentlemen,  what  fliall  we  fav  > 

Suppofe  we  fay  twenty  thoufand  pounds  for  Truth  •  te. 
thoufand  :  hve:  one  :  five  hundred :  one  hundred  twet  tv 

^“lawveT-  S‘"nea'  I!ol,ody  l,ut  >“  Truth  ?  No  lover 
nor  lawyer  in  company  Hands  in  need  of  a  little  truth  ? 

nyTl”  "rCtyol  Sir!"  ‘  SiXpe,K£  !’  “  And  * 

bid  -  » 

Set  down  I  ruth  to  the  gentleman  in  the  ragged  caffoc. 

Lot  two  is  Frugality,  modeft  and  meek, 

Jlnd  Content  m  her  eye,  the  frelh  rofe  on  her  cheek. 

The  offspring  ot  Prudence,  the  parent  of  Health, 

Whi’;  r  rturr  8  f£ant  'vifl,es>  finds  Crtefus’s  wealth. 

VVhaf  d  ye  fay  for  Frugality,  ladies  ?  O  fie  ! 

WJ  nr  rTbrly^!  Nobod)r!  !  Jobn,  put  Frugality  by. 

Lot  three:  Diflipation.  That’s  engaged:  f  could  have 

n>:u  them  if  I  had  had  a  thoufand  Lot  four  :  Crim  Con 

O.i  Lord  that  is  difpofed  of,  by  private  contra  <£h  Lot  five* 

Faflnon .  Come,  ladies,  what  fliall  we  fay  for  Fafliion? 

five'’,~‘Yhirtya,nd  Pounds,  '~'Tdankyou  Ma’am.  “  Twenty- 

A  going,  agoing,  a  going— come, fpirit,  bid  on— 

W  hat  nobody  bid  more  ? 

t  ‘  M.r-  S!.7li!er>  tofave  trouble,  you  may  fend  Faflnon  to 
I  %,rC  UP°n  y0Ur  °Wn  termS‘’  Much  ob]igcd  to  your 

*  .  — Going — gone. 

Set  clown  Faflnon  to  Lady  Kitty  Cockanoop^ 

Text  lot  is  the  Cardinal  Virtues  : — why  John 
Some  Orange  metamorphofe  they’ve  aflundereone  : 

L'hy  Fortitude  trembles,  and  looks  like  a  lheep  ! 

While  Temp’rance  is  tipfy  !  and  JuOice  afieep! 

And  as  for  Ma’am  Prudence,  flic’s  quite  in  her  airs  ! 

Here,  John,  kick  the  Cardinal  Virtues  down  flairs. 

Let  me  fee,  what  have  we  elfe  ?  Confluence.  Oh  Lord  ! 
Honour.  Worfe  and  worfe!  A  parcel  of  antiquated  fluff; 
What’s  this?  Anarchy!!  Why  John  what  bufmefs  has 
Anarchy  here  ?  I  thought  you  knew  that  it  was  fold,  long 
enough  ago,  for  exportation. — And  now  you  talk  of  ext 
port  at:  on,  you  know  this  portrait  of  Popularity  is  to  be  fenir, 
as  a  public  gift  to  the  Royal  Bro  thers,  upon  the  continent. 
Loyalty.  i  A  hundred  thoufand  pounds— two  hundred 
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*  thou  Panel — three — four — five — fix — feven- 

*  lion — two  million — three  million — 

A  going,  agoing,  a  going—* come,  courage,  bid  on  : 

A  going,  a  going — — * 

Ten  million  in  five  hundred  places  !  Oh  I  knew  it  wai 
utterly  impofilble  ever  to  find  a  ftngle  purchaser  for  Loyalty* 

- Going,  gone. 

Set  down  Loyalty  to  the  whole  nation. 

What  remains  there  is  little  occaiion  to  heed  ; 

Of  Honour  and  Worth  you  have  none  of  you  need; 

Good  Humour,  and  Frolic,  and  Laughter,  fo  plump, 

I’ve  fold  you  again  and  again,  in  a  lump. 

The  lad  lot’s  Content,  of  Aveet  Pleafurc  the  twin, 

Come  purchafe  Content,  and  i’ll  throw  Pleafure  in. 

Come,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  what  fhall  \vt  fay  for  Con¬ 
tent  ?  It  is  your  intereft  to  buy  Content.  What  beauty  can 
fmile,  what  alderman  guttle,  without  Content  ?  I  had  once 
an  idea  of  buying  it  in,  but  my  content  receives  all  its  va¬ 
lue  from  the  reflection  of  yours.  Come,  I’ll  take  nods  and 
fraiies  for  money.  Much  obliged  to  you,  Sir  : — particularly 
favoured,  Ma’am  : — highly  honoured,  Sir  : — you  flatter  me 
exceedingly,  MTfs  ? 

A  going,  a  going,  a  going — come,  courage,  bid  on  : 

A  going,  a  going — - 

Infinitely  above  the  full  value  !  I  am  overwhelmed  with 
gratitude ! 

- A  going — gone. 

Set  down  content  to  the  prefent  company. 


BALLAD  —  IN  CASTLES  IN  THE  AIR. 


WHEN  to  man  the  diflingui filing  form 
And  the  nature  of  angels  were  given, 

His  mind  was  imbu’d  with  a  charm 
That  mark  d  him  the  lav’rite  of  licav’n. 

’Twas  finding  Benighity’s  grace, 

To  the  warm  throbbing  bofom  fo  dear. 

That  celeflial ly  beam’d  in  his  face 
As  he  flied  Senfibility’s  tear. 

Ye  w’ho  Nature  have  learnt  to  fubdue, 
Who  your  hearts  ’gain ft  compaffion  can  heel. 
Who  know  not  the  joys  of  the  few  , 
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Vho  arc  happy  hecaufc  they  can  fee! 

In  luxury  and  cafe  as  ye  roll, 

Lean,  that  bl.fi  to  the  bofom  fo  dear, 

is  1C  luxury  fupreme,  of  the  foul 

1 0  '“Ju'ge  Se, Ability’s  tear. 

BALLAD— IN  CASTLES  IN  the  air. 


riT  Vl.ll.ase  was  jovial,  the  month  was  Mar. 

1  nc  birds  were  iweetly  tinging* 

Of  Numpe  and  Madge  ’twas  the  wedding  day, 

I  lie  bells  were  merrily  ringing. 

The  bridegroom  came  in  his  holiday  deaths, 

I  he  bride  with  ribbands  as  red  as  a  rofe: 

Tever  did  revelry  fo  abound, 

The  drums  beat,  and  the  joke  went  round  : 

Ail  manner  of  inftrumcnis  loudly  play’d, 

The  hautboy  fqueak’d,  and  the  baffoon  bray’d. 

I  hen  to  fee  them  all  foot  tt,  and  jig  ir,  and  prance 
Mump  fig, t,  and  reel,  in  the  mazy  dance;  P  ’ 

i  bus,  from  when  the  lark  rofe  till  the  Hocking 
thrown,  • 

_>he  fun,  and  the  frill,  and  paflitne  went  on. 
ouch  whan  and  fuch  frolic  fure  never  was  feen, 
rill  wond  ring  fo  long  they  had  tarried, 

Young  Ralph  of  the  village  and  Sue  of  the  green, 
Gry — what  a  rare  thing  to  be  married  ! 

.Tow  fcarceiy  pafl  the  honey  moon 
Still  Numps  and  Madge  are  fingirnr 
But  not  exadtly  the  fame  tune, 
l’°r  the  bells  her  clapper’s  ringing. 

'  ^le  Squire  heps  in,  Numps  find  is  a  rat, 

rTP^F  anc*  (^  ar>  are  changed  to  dog  and  cat ; 

I  heir  loves  turn’d  hate,  and  grief  their  joys. 
Contentment’s  flrife,  and  pleafure  noife  : 

Say  a  crooked  word,  and  i’ll  kill  you,  cries  he! 
Rams  horns,  if  I  die  fork,  cries  out  fhe ! 

Ntght  and  day  thus,  at  vidua) s,  or  up,  or  abed. 

■“c  curries  her  hide,  and  fhe  combs  his  head, 

In  torment,  vexation,  and  mifery  they  dwell, 
Converting  that  heaven,  called  marriage,  to  heb. 


wa 


DIB DIn’s  SELECTED  SONGS.  227 


The  neighbours  malicioufly  viewing  thefcene, 

While  charmed  that  fo  long  they  had  tarried, 
Young  Ralph  of  the  village,  and  Sue  of  the  green, 
Cry— what  a  queer  thing  to  be  married  ! 

At  length  to  make  fport  of  the  bridegroom  and  bride, 
Whofe  jars  in  droll  ditty  they’re  finging, 

The  wags  of  the  village  now  ikimmington  ride, 

While  backward  the  bells  they  are  ringing. 

ladles,  the  fkimmers,  the  broomflicks  they  wield, 
The  porringer  helmet,  the  potlid  fliield, 
ihe  ample  ram’s  horns  that  fo  grace  the  parade, 

And  the  petticoat  rampant  fo  gaily  difplayed, 

Denote  jars  domeftic,  and  family  ftrife, 

Where  the  do't  takes  the  diftafF,  the  cudgel  the  wife, 

1  hus  hilling,  and  hooting,  and  grunting  of  hogs, 

And  fqualiing  of  children,  and  barking  of  dogs, 

And  thrill  (jenny  trumpets,  fait  boxes,  and  bells, 

And  drums,  and  cow  horns,  and  a  hundred  things  elfe, 
Compofe  of  confufions  the  drollefte’er  feen, 

^  While  charm’d  that  fo  long  they  had  tarried, 

1  oung  Ralph  of  the  village,  and  Sue  of  the  green, 

Cry — what  a  damn’d  thing  to  be  married. 
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R. 


TOM  Tackle  was  noble,  was  true  to  his  word, 

It  merit  bought  titles,  Tom  might  be  my  lord  ; 
flow  gaily  his  bark  through  Life’s  ocean  would  fail, 
t  ruth  furniihed  the  rigging,  and  Honour  the  gale. 

Wt  Tom  had  a  failing,  if  ever  man  had  ; 
i  hat  good  as  he  was,  made  him  all  that  was  had, 

He  was  paltry  and  pitiful,  feurvy  and  mean, 

Ann  the  fuiviingeft  fcoundre!  that  ever  was  feen  : 
for  fo  laid  the  girls,  and  the  landlords  long  fhore, 
Would  you  know  what  this  fault  was— Tom  Tackle  was 


poor 


Twas  once  on  a  time  when  we  took  a  galloon, 

And  the  crew  touched  the  agent  for  calh  to  fome  tunc 
i  om  a  trip  took  to  jail,  an  old  meffmate  to  free, 

And  four  thankiul  prat’iers  foon  lat  on  his  knee. 

Htcn  1pm  wag  an  angel,  down  right  from  heaven  fent  ! 
V/hile  they’d  hands  he  his  goodnefs  iliould  never  repent  : 
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Return’d  from  next  voyage,  he  bemoan’d  his  fad  cafe 
To  find  his  dear  friend  fhut  the  door  in  his  face  ! 

\v  iiy  dcye  wonder,  cried  one*  you’re  ferved  right  to  be 
fure, 

Once  Tom  ’Tackle  was  rich— now— Eom  1  ackle  is  poor  ? 

1  ben’t  you  fee  verfed  in  high  maxims  and  fitch, 

Eut  don’t  this  fame  honour  concern  poor  and  rich  ? 

If  it  don’t  come  from  good  hearts,  I  can’t  fee  where  from 
And  damSne  if  e’er  tar  had  a  good  heart  ’twas  Tom. 

Yet,  fome  how  or  nether,  Tom  never  did  right  : 

None  knew  better  the  time  when  to  fpare,  or  to  fight ; 

He,  by  finding  a  leak,  once  preferred  crew  and  ilup,  * 

Saved  the  Commodores  life — then  he  made  fuchrare  flip  ! 
And  yet,  fora  1  this,  no  one  Tom  could  endure  ; 

I  fancycs  as  how  ‘twas — becaufe  he  was  poor. 

At  laft  an  old  fhipmate,  that  Tom  might  hail  land. 

Who  faw  that  his  heart  failed  too  fad  for  his  hand, 

In  the  riding  of  Comfort  a  mooring  to  find, 

Reef‘d  the  fails  of  Tom  s  fortune  that  fhook  in  the  wind  : 

He  gave  him  enough  through  life‘s  ocean  to  fleer, 

Be  the  breeze  what  it  might,  fleady,  thu>,  or  no  near  ; 

His  pittance  is  daily,  and  yet  Tom  imparts 

What  he  can  to  his  friends — -and  may  all  honed  hearts, 

Like  Tom  Tackle  have  what  keeps  'he  wolf  from  the  doer, 
Juft  enough  to  be  generous— too  much  to  be  poor. 


BALLAD - IN  CASTLES  IN  THE  AIR. 


SAYS  my  father,  fays  he,  one  day  to  f, 

Thou  knowcft  bv  faife  friends  we  are  undone. 

Should  my  lawfuit  be  loft,  then  thy  good  fortune  try, 

Among  our  relations  in  London  : 

Here  s  Sukey,  the  poor  orphan  child  of  fiiend  Grift, 

Who  once  kept  thy  father  from  ftarving, 

When  thy  fortune  thou ‘ft  made,  thou  flialt  take  by  the  fifiy 
For  a  wife,  for  flie‘s  good  and  deferviug  : 

But  mind  thee  in  heart  this  one  maxim,  our  Jack, 

As  thou’ft  read  thy  good  fate  in  a  book, 

Make  honour  thy  guide,  or  elfe  never  come  back 
To  Father,  and  Mother,  and  Suke. 

So  1  bufs’d  Suke  and  mother,  and  great  y  concern’d, 

Oft'  I  fet,  with  my  father’s  kind  ble fling, 
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To  our  coufin,  the  wine  merchant,  where  I  foon  leaned 
About  mixing,  and  brewing,  and  prcfting  : 

But  the  floe-juice,  and  ratfbane,  and  ail  that  line  joke, 
Was  foon  in  my  ftomach  a  rifing, 

Why  dom  it,  cried  I,  would  you  kill  the  poor  folk  ? 

I  thought  you  fold  wine,  and  not  poifon  : 

Your  place,  my  dear  couiin,  won't  do,  for  you  lack, 

To  make  your  broth,  another  guefs  cook ; 

Befides,  without  honour,  I  cannot  go  back 
To  Father,  and  Mother,  and  Sake. 

To  my  uncle,  the  dodlor,  I  next  went  my  way*, 

He  teach’d  me  the  myftery.  quickly, 

Of  thofe  that  were  dying  to  ihortcn  the  days, 

And  they  in  good  health  to  make  fickly. 

Oh  the  mufic  of  groans  !  cried  my  unc  le  dear  boy. 
Vapours  fet  all  my  fpirits  a  flowing, 

A  fit  of  the  gout  makes  me  dancing  for  joy, 

At  an  ague  I'm  all  in  a  glowing! 

Why  then  my  dear  uncle,  cries  1,  you're  a  quack, 

For  another  afliftant  go  look, 

For  you  fee  without  honour  I  munna  go  back 
To  Father,  and  Mother,  and  Suke. 

From  my  coufin,  the  parfon,  I  foon  corn'd  away, 
Without  either  waiting  or  warning, 

For  he  preach'd  upon  fobernefs  three  times  one  day, 
And  then  corn'd  home  drunk  the  next  morning. 

My  relation,  the  author,  dole  other  folks'  thoughts, 

My  coufin,  the  bookfeller,  fold  them, 

My  pious  old  aunt  found  in  innocence  faults, 

And  made  Virtue  blufli  as  Hie  told  them  ! 

So  the  profpetfl  around  me  quite  difmal,  and  black, 
Scarcely  knowing  on  which  fide  to  look, 

I  juft  fav  d  my  honour,  and  then  I  coin'd  back, 

To  Father,  and  Mother,  and  Suke. 

I  found  them  as  great  as  a  king  on  his  throne, 

The  law  fuit  had  b an i filed  ail  furrow  : 

I'm  comefaid  1  father  my  honour's  my  own, 

Then  thou  fli alt  have  Sukey  to-morrow. 

But  how  about  London  ?  It  won't  do  for  a  clown, 

There  Vice  rides  with  folly  behind  it, 

Not,  you  fee,  that  l  fays  there's  no  honour  in  town, 

I  only  fays  I  could  not  find  it. 

If  you  fent  me  to  ftarve,  you  found  out  the  right  track. 
If  to  live,  the  wrong  method  you  took, 
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RONDEAU— 


in  castles  in  the  air* 


In  loir,  melodious  meafure 
Smoothly  glide  the  even  notes 

•'o  ^ie  to  pleafure. 

Plung’d  in  Care,  befet  with  Pain, 

fT  n  n  f « d  Uv.  f.'  P.  >  C  11  •  ' 


AS  dulcet  found  on  aether  floats 

t  r  Ca.  i  ^ 


Wi'fi  Caution  creep; 

With  pitying  Sympathy  fhall  weep; 


wing  go, 


Intrude  where  Melancholy .penfive  fits, 

Mock  Jealoufy,  that  loves  and  hates  by  fits 
And  into  Mad*nefs  urge  defpair  ! 
rhen,  while  the  extremes  of  Toy  and  Miferv 
Clafl.1  madly,  like  an  agitated  fea, 

O’er  the  footh’d  fenfes  fliall  die  died  a  balm, 
J  fie  dorm  of  Pafiion  lulling  to  a  calm 
Her  mighty  magic  mark  !  ? 

Hark! 

As  dulcet  found  on  asther  float,  &c. 
When  Mu  he  s  powerful  charms  excite 
Che  pooreft  pafiion  grows  delrt»ht  : 

Wine  is  not  mirth,  the  lyre  unftrung. 
Beauty’s  not  beauty,  if  unfung. 
ivlark !  how  the  organ’s  folemn  air 
Adds  pie'y  to  prayer! 

Without  the  aid  of  willing  found, 

Toy  is  not  pleafure,  pomp  not  date, 

Love  tender,  nor  ambition  great  : 

Without  it  what  were  heroes  found, 

Who  feck  for  glory,  and  meet  fate  ? 

W  hat  confccrates  their  deeds  and  name 
But  Mufic  s  trumpet,  lent  to  Fame? 

TMor  will  the  meaneU  hero  fight, 
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If  Afuflc  lend  not  her  delight. 

Let  but  the  drum,  and  cheerful  fife 

A  flail  his  car, 

He  knows  not  fear, 

The  found  infpires  him  with  new  life. 

Fired  with  the  fprightly  martial  band, 

The  foe  he  charges  hand  to  hand  : 

Rufhes  refifllcL  through  the  ranks, 

With  Glorv  fir’d  ! 

And  takes  thofe  thanks 

Due  to  that  valour  Mufic  had  in  fpired. 

Sweet  Mufic  take  me  to  thv  caie, 

*  ' 

Breathe  in  my  foul  thy  vital  air; 

'I'hat  when  unruly  thoughts  transform 
My  mind,  with  Paflion’s  fwelling  ftornr, 

Conflict  on  conflict  as  they  fwell, 

And  make  my  tortur’d  mind  a  lull  ! 

As  dulcet  found  on  aether  floats,  See. 


BALLAD — in  castles  in  the  air. 


A  Watchman  I  am,  and  I  knows  all  the  round, 

The  houikeepers,  the  llrays,  and  the  lodgers. 

Where  low  dev’ls,  rich  dons,  and  high  rips,  may  be  found, 
Odd  dickies,  queer  kids,  and  rum  codgers: 

Of  money,  and  of  property,  I’m  he  that  takes  the  care, 

And  cries,  when  1  fee  rogues  go  by,  Iley  !  what  are  you 
doing  there  ? 

‘  Only  a  little  bufinefs  in  that  houfe  : — You  undtrfland 
<  me  ?’  “  Underhand  you  ! — well,  I  believe  you  are  an 

*■  honeft  man.  Do  you  hear,  bring  me  an  odd  fiivcr  candle- 
“  Lick  — 

Then  to  my  box  I  creep, 

And  then  fall  fait  aileep. 

Saint  Paul cs  (hikes  one, 

Thus  after  all  the  milchief’s  done, 

I  goes  and  gives  them  warning, 

And  loudly  bawls. 

As  flrikes  Saint  Paul’s 
Paft  one  o’clock,  and  a  cloudy  morning. 

Chen  round  as  the  hour  I  merrily  cries, 

Another  fine  mefs  I  difeover, 


2  2  2 


bibdin’s  selected  songs. 


„‘  f,ni'l! >  "Of'hy  old  foul,  to  be 

r\  Here,  here,  take  this.’  “  Qh 


For  a  cnrjom  rope  ladder  I  firalghtvvay  cfpi«, 

Aua  Mifs forward  cipetfing  her  lover, 
ilicn  to  each  other  s  arms  they  f]y 
My  life,  my  foul,  ah  ah  ! 

Fine  work,  Mifs  Hot-upon’t,  cries  I 
I’il  knock  up  your  Pappa. 

4  No,  no,  you  won’t.’ 

treate?| ,m.  ilm  manner.  -  ncrc;  Here,  take  this.’  “  Qh 

«sw!r.  !-t 

More!  You  fcem  to  be  a  fpirited  lad-no’w  do  maTher 
a  good  huPband—l  am  glad  you  tricked  the  old  huuks- 
good  night— yv.-tfl,  you  life  at  ©retna  Green  !— 

Then  to  my  box  I  creep, 

And  then  fall  fa  ft  a  deep. 

P’haih  that?  Sr.  Paul’s  ft r ike. two, 

The  lovers  off,  what  does  I  do, 

Tut  gives  the  father  warning, 

And  loudly  bawls,  &c. 

Then  towards  the  fquare,  from  my  box  as  1  look.* 

I  hears  inch  a  ranting,  and  fearing* 

Fis  Fharoah  s  whole  hoft,  and  the  pigeons,  and  rooks 
^  Arc  laughing,  and  Jinging,  and  ,f\vearin©\ 

Then  fuch  a  hubbub,  and  a  din,  ^ 

How  they  blafpheme,  and  curie! 

That  thief  has  hole  my  diamond  pin. 

Watch,  watch,  i’vejoft  my  purfe  i 

*  Watch,  here  I  charge  you,’  ‘  and  I  charges  you.’  u  ’Tis 
“  a  marvellous  thing  that  boneft  people  canh  go  home  wirh- 
“  out  being  robbed:  Which  is  the  thief  ?”  ‘  That’s  the 
*  thief  that  trick’d  me  cut  of  two  hundred  pounds  this 
4  evening,’  “  Ah  that  you  know  is  all  in  the  way  of  bufi- 
45  nefs,  bvt  which  is  the  thief  that  hole  the  gentleman’s 
purfe?”  ‘  That’s  him.*  4-  What  Sam  Snatch  ?  Give  it 
4{  to  me  Sam  He  has  not  got  your  purfe— you  are  mif- 
“  taken  in  your  man.  Go  home  peaceably,  and  don’t 
tc  oblige  me  to  take  you  to  tire  watch- houfe.— 

’I  hen  to  my  box  I  creep, 

And  then  fall  faff  aileep 
What’s  that?  St.  Paul’s  ftrikes  three- — 

Th  up  from  all  roguery  I  gets  free, 

Ey  giving  people  warning, 

And  loudly  bawls,  the. 


(t 
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BALLAD - IN  THE  RAZOR.  GRINDER. 


TOM  Turnwell  is  my  name,  my  boys, 
1’il  drike  a  droke  with  any, 

The  trade  that  all  my  time  employs, 
To  get  an  honed  penny, 

As  good,  as  juft,  as  mod  you’ll  find. 

°With  rubbing  done, 

And  drop,  and  hone, 

1  whet  the  very  fharpeft  fteel ; 

And  cry  the  while  I  turn  my  wheel. 
Pen-knives,  feidars, 

Cleaversj  Razors, 

Chopping  knives  to  grind. 

I’m  ufeful  throughout  all  the  town, 
The  fmooth  and  pampered  glutton, 
When  e’er  to  dinner  he  fits  down, 

Can  never  carve  his  mutton, 

Unlefs  his  knife  is  to  his  mind. 

With  rubbing  done,  &c. 

The  pretty  dame  who  fweet  can  fmile, 
Who  is  Tor  ever  fmirking, 

And  who  the  minutes  can  beguile, 
With  love  as  well  as  working, 
Would  file  her  feiflar.s  fharpened  find. 
With  rubbing  done,  &c. 

My  friend  the  barber  o’er  the  way, 
Who  daily  lathers  many, 

And  picks  up  pretty  well  each  day, 
By  fhaving  for  a  penny ; 

To  me  his  razors  are  coniign’d. 

With  rubbing  done, 


AIR — in  the  shepherd’s  artificfv 


ALL  endeavours  fruitlcfs  prove 
Former  pteafure  to  regain, 
Sunk  in  helplefs,  hopelefs  love — 
Can  the  Have  efcape  his  chain  ? 

U  2 
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Leave,  O  leave  me  to  endure 
Probe  not  wqunds  that  rend  my  heart- 
When  the  patient',  pah  a  curt,  '  ’ 

Med‘ctne  but  augments  his  lmart. 


V4*  MV* 


AIR- 


■IN  i  HE  SHEPHERd’s  ARTIFICE. 


THE  trifling  maid,  who,  idly  vain. 

Contemns  a  faithful  lovei's  pain, 

_IrT  ,  His  torment  all  her  joy ; 

vvho,  changdul  as  an  April  day,  ' 

With  captive  hearts  delight  to  play, 

As  infants  with  a  toy  : 

Deferves  of  Cupid  s  bitter  draught, 

To  tafle  a  drop,  and  from  his  Ibaft 

A  broke  or  two  to  feel  ; 

Then  tremble,  Nymph,  for,  taught  by  me, 
htrephon  filial  l  foou  give  wounds  to  thee, 

No  vanity  can  heal. 

*♦■<#*•« 

AIR— IN  the  shepherd’s  artifice. 


MY  bo  font  is  proof  againrt  tranfports  and  vows, 

A  ilc  owning  of  treacherous  man, 

C  ho  by  artful  grimaces,  by  cringing  and  bows. 

Jim n ares  e\‘ry  woman  he  can. 

Mis  tranlport  is  falfe,  and  liis  vows  are  a  cheat 
rfis  oaths  and  his  cringing  a  lie-, 
acli  practic'd  alone  their  defires  to  com  pleat, 

And  gain  what  we  ought  to  deny- 

Poor  Daphne  too  foon  own'd  the  flame  in  her  breaf! 
too  eal’y,  too  quickly  was  won  ; 
riwain.  from  that  moment  .a  rover  confefs'd, 

"nrfo  her,  a  maiden  undone: 

knew,  if  young  Strephon  had  conquer'd  my  heart 
>  my  wifii  were  none  p’eafing  as  lie, 
cr  would  die,  than  this  fecret  impart, 
prov  d  he  as  truly  lov'd  me. 
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AIR - IN  THE  shepherd’s  ARTIFICE. 


YE  flowers  that  bloom  in  yonder  mead, 

Where  flows  the  cryftal  tide, 

And  nibling  lambkins  fportive  feed 
Along  the  current’s  fide, 

Ye  oft  have  feen,  and  fmiPd  to  fee, 

My  love  to  him,  his  love  to  me. 

Witnefs  ye  flocks,  ye  herds,  ye  fawns. 

That  o‘er  the  pa  (lures  llray, 

Witnefs,  ye  mountains,  groves,  and  lawns, 

Each  painted  child  of  May  : 

The  greatetl  b'ifs  I  ere  can  prove 
Is  to  return  my  fhepherd<s  love. 

DUETTO— in  the  shepherd’s  artificf 


Strephon. 

TURN,  O  turn,  relentlefs  fair, 

Pity  haplefs  StrepnoiTs  pain, 

Raife  him  from  the  1  aft  clefpair, 

Smile,  and  bid  him  live  again. 

Caha. 

Prythee  lay  afide  your  folly  ; 

How  can  I  or  take  or  give 
Sprightly  mirth,  or  melancholy; 

But  if  that  contents  you — live. 

Strephon , 

Too  well  you  knew  your  art  and  pow‘r, 
Ev‘rv  way  my  woes  to  calm, 

The  wound  will  heal  from  that  fweet  hour 
Wherein  you  pour  a  friendly  balm. 

Ccella. 

Truth  I  pity  your  condition, 

But  if  your  poor  heart  mud  bleed 
’Till  i  a  (ft  your  kind  phyfician — 

Your  cafe  is  defperate  indeed. 


V-— 
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AIR— in  the  shepherd’s  artifice. 


IN  ev'ry  fertile  valley 

Inhere  nature  fpreads  the  grafs, 
Mer  filly  conduct  rally 

To  ev‘ry  lad  and  lafs; 

Where  weary  reapers  labour, 

With  Sylvia  gay,  be  feen, 

Or,  to  the  pipe  and  tabor, 

Tight  tripping  o‘er  the  green. 

Where  cow/lipa  fweetly  finding. 
Bedeck  the  verdant  (hade. 
Appear  the  hours  beguiling, 

Or  head  fome  gay  parade. 

Purfue  thefe  methods  boldly, 

Nor  fink  in  hopelefs  grief; 

The  fair  once  treated  coldly,  , 

Will  quickly  grant  relief. 


AIR- 


'iN  THE  shepherd’s  ARTIFICE. 


HAUGHTY  Caelia,  dill  difdaining, 

~.-r  '^c’cr  /hall  triumph  o’er  my  heart; 

Nc  er  will  1  with  mean  complaining 
Sue  for  comfort  to  my  fmart ;  6 

Til  appear  the  carelefs  rover, 

^  Let  her  coquettifh  airs  affe&, 

Like  a  gay  a  happy  lover, 

Ireat  contempt  with  cold  neglecT. 

Ne^er,  ye  fair  ones,  damp  the  paflion 
Where  with  honour  love  attends, 
Never  crews  with  indignation 
_  Love  that  faired  truth  commends. 
Conflant  minds  alike  difdaining 
Infiucerity  and  fraud. 

Are  their  utmofl:  willi  obtaining, 

While  their  hope  their  hearts  applaud. 


* 
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AIR - IN  THE  SHEPHERD’S  ARTIFICE, 


SINCE  artful  man  fo  oft  betrays, 

By  fubtle  wiles,  and  hardy  ways, 

Our  weak  unguarded  lex  ; 

By  oaths,  diflcmbl’d  figlvs  and  feare, 

To  melt  the  heart,  to  charm  our  ears, 

And  did  our  minds  perplex  : 

In  revenge  I‘m  determin’d  to  treat  him  with  fcorn, 

And  fliew  him  a  nymph  can  perplex  in  her  turn# 

But  Strephon’s  heart  with  pared  fire, 

Withkmdeft  love,  and  fond  deiire, 
lias  ever  warmly  glow’d: 

Yet  his  may  be  like  all  the  red, 

A  treach’rous  bait  to  fnare  the  bread, 

And  fo  my  fears  forbode  : 

T'lofe  fears  then  ilia!!  teach  me  to  treat  him  with  icorn 
An  dr  fliew  him  a  nymph  can  infnare  in  her  turn. 


I 


AIR - IN  THE  SHEPHERD’S  ARTIFICE. 


THE  God  of  love  will  ever 
Heap  bleiling’s  on  the  pair, 
Where  pleading’s  the  endeavour, 
Both  of  the  fwain  and  fair. 
Believe  me  kind  good-nature, 
Of  beauty  dands  in  place, 
Gives  bloom  to  cv’ry  feature, 

To  ev’ty  action  grace  : 

Then  never  flight  the  lover, 

Or  dra-w  too  tiyht  his  chain, 
Head  in  the  end  the  rover 
Succeeds  the  dying. fwain. 


AIR- — IN  THE  shepherd’s  ARTIFICE. 


A  SHEPHERD  long  figh’d  for  a  beautiful  fair  , 
And  in  rapture  diicover’d  his  lov«  ; 


. 
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Not  doubting  the  nymph  would  d  fpel  hi5  fond  car*  ’ 

TWA*  I  am°rT  !:ranA)crt  approve  : 

V  .‘o  compaflion  infenfible  v.-own 

Wl.cn  fi  fTu  °{  ddiSht  »<*d  impart 

Mantel-  W  °  wth  * few, 

rtJ°lc  d  at  fuft  r,ng8  and  fmart.  , 

ui  e!-{d  long  M^ne  this  impertinent  fcorn 

:  or  -'OUi>ht  of  upbra  dug  the  fair,  * 

^crc['y  P/n’ci  in  the  bowei  fVniorn, 

»T-„  ,n'°,v  d  111  tde  keened  ddpair  ; 

lamenh^r  ’  ^  ^-™unded  with  grie* 

*3  r  ;  Jf  j^nting  his  fruitless  ck lire,  *  5 

v2i°  a  dAthat  che  I!3riT7Ph  fliould  afford  him  relief 
AliC*  m  turn  i’fcel  the  force  of  love’s  fire.  ’ 

der  Pah“* on  fne  never  had  own’d, 
i  ho  it  triumph’d  alone  in  her  bread  : 

ZV  U  V>  l'1,C’  the  fliePherd  in  mifery  moan’d, 
a  i  .^Vjd  wander  d  a  dranger  to  red  :  ? 

Aavis  d  then  his  bofom  no  longer  to  vex  : 

But  her  haughtineft  treat  with  difdain  : 

He  own  d  a  feign’d  courtfhip,  her  bread  to  ocrplcx 
And  convert  to  delight  all  his  pain.  *  ' 


**<  '  “  <55*>, 

AIR- — IN  THE  CESTUS. 


THFL  hcen,x>  we‘re  told,  has  the  Sun  for  his  fire, 

[  hat  he  lives  to  five  cendries  or  more; 
iiaf  he  tijeu  gathers  gums  and  reeds  in  good  dors,, 
vv  ith  thefe  makes  a  (ire  ; 

In  the  midd  of  which  fire  being  feated. 

r  hiis  wings  are  the  bellows  D 
^  nich  kindle  it  up  t;l!  ’tis  properly  heated  ; 

And  farther  they  tell  us, 

When  no  longer  in  dame  this  combudible  dadies, 
ljiick  and  fpan  new  one  jumps  out  of  the  allies. 
Another  wife  talc  to  a  dragon  gave  birth, 

w/°  ,s  "’tre  but  town  in  the  eartli. 

When  tis  gravely  atteded,  and  let  who  will  fmde, 

1  lat  a  regiment  of  foldiers  appear'd  rank  and  file, 

1  hcae  dories,  tis  granted,  are  very  abfurd  ; 

No  man  ever  fa  vv  iuch  a  dragon  or  bird 

O 
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Yet  folly  and  love  to  be  met  with  afunder, 

■'l  hold  a  phenomenon  of  fueh  a  kind, 

A  rarity  fo  much  more  worhry  to  bracr  on 
That  fooner  than  fet  out  thi*  wonder  ° 

To  tmd — 

I  d  be  bound  to  produce  you  both  phoenix  and  dragon. 


r> 
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AIR - IN  THE  CESTUS. 


I‘M  up  to  all  your  tricks,  my  dear, 

How  the  winds  you  make  your  letters  bear 
My  care  and  vig  ience  to  queer, 

Eut  little  are  you  winning  : 

You  know  tis  true  my  pretty  youth, 

You  feud  ’em  Eaft,  Weft,  North,  and  South 
Don't  laugh — left  t'other  fide  your  mouth,  * 
You  lliould  he  after  grinning. 

Y  ou  Rafter  !  don  t  believe  it,  love  ; 

Tin  Juno  hi  1,  and  you  are  Jove; 

Whom  hate  has  plac'd  me  far  above, 

Nor  her  decrees  couftTft  alter: 

Then  yie  d  with  grace  the  fovereign  rule. 

Not  think  to  make  me  thus  a  tool, 

-For  ihofe  who  hang  me  for  a  fool, 

Will  rind  a  knave  in  the  halter. 

m«v-m  <S><S‘  •►«<>■  •>  -hn*. 

RONDEAU — IN  THE  CESTUS, 


THINK  not  here  to  drive  your  gig, 
Madam  Juno; 

IM  make  you  know, 

T  no‘s  at  home,  or  burn  my  w’g, 

Why,  (  11  know  the  reason. 

Tou  may  grin,  but  I’ll  bet  twenty, 

Her  Lord  and  Mafter, 

I  fhaii  raft  her  ; 

And  as  to  witnefles,  I’ve  plenty, 
hi  good  time  and  lea  for. 

Think  not,  See. 


3  imbdin’s  selected  son 

Shall  I  by  her— my  goods  and  chattels, 

Be  led  by  the  nofe  here, 

Nor  difpofe  her 
lid: — Why,  Sir,  thefe  battles, 

‘Gainft  me  are  petty  treafon. 

Think  not,  &c. 

AIR - IN  THE  CESTUS. 


W1  T II  that  begirt,  each  dowdy  girl 
Gets  every  charm,  does  flic  but  afk  it; 
Her  teeth  become  a  row  of  pearl, 
Enclos’d  within  a  coral  cafket. 
Carnations  bloom  upon  her  cheeks, 
Rofes  take  p  ace  of  blotch  and  pimple; 
The  air’s  perfum’d  whene’er  flie  fpeaks, 
And  Cupids  play  in  every  dimple. 

*«><)>  *»  ♦«<(>« 

AIR - IN  THE  CESTUS, 


WHO  calls  on  her  whole  powerful  art, 
Eredts  a  throne  in  every  heart ; 

Whole  love  all  court,  whole  anger  fear — 
Venus  yclept — behold  her  here. 

Sighs  feme  fond  youth  his  love  unkind, 

W ou’d  he  fome  watchful  Argus  blind  ? 
Glows  lome  lair  virgin’s  model!  cheek, 

With  willies  that  llie  dare  not  fpeak  ? 

Who  calls,  &c« 


AIR— IN  THE  CESTUS. 


FINE  fport,  indeed,  for  gocl  and  god  bn, 

To  fee  great  Jove  become  Moll  Codlin  ; 

And  threat  his  vile  with  fid  and  borfewhip, 
Becaufe  flit  loves  a  little  goflip, 

Yet  he,  forfootli,  can  trot  and  amble, 

And  after  fcoies  of  mi  Ties  ramble; 
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Leave,  gods,  at  Hercules  your  grinning, 
The  mailer  of  the  worlds  a  fpinning. 
Though  while  fuch  worthy  work  is  doing, 
Slap  goes  the  univerfe  to  ruin  ; 

The  trumpet  founds  wars  rude  and  civil, 
Convulfe  the  earth,  while  to  the  devil 
They  go  their  own  way,  and  no  wonder, 
His  light ’ning’s  out — alleep  his  thunder. 


•**<►••  ••<>•• 

AIK. - IN  THE  CESTUS. 


HEAR  the  merry  minftrel  found, 

On  the  ear  it  rings, 

While  all  the  firings, 

Are  one  entire  vibration, 

The  tinkling  pleafure  fpreads  around. 
And  as  it  plays, 

Sweetly  conveys, 

From  fenfe  to  fenfe, 

Soft  eloquence, 

In  thrilling  circulation. 

But  ftringlefs,  broken,  out  of  tune, 
Time  s  thrown  away  ; 

For  did  you  play. 

Without  the  leaft  ceflation, 

And  Arum  from  January  till  june  ; 
You  AiJI  may  bang, 

At  every  twang. 

The  difnal  hum, 

The  more  you  thrum, 

But  fpcaks  its  mutilation, 

But  hear,  &c. 


JuA  fo  let  down  its  pegs,  the  heart 
In  fadnefs  lits, 

Nor  once  admits 
Of  any  confolation  ; 

But  ferew  it  into  tune,  each  fmarf. 
And  anxious  care, 

DifTolves  to  air. 

Alone  its  joys 
The  mind  employs, 

And  all  is  jubilation. 

So  hear  the,  &te,» 
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<^,  „<y.,  H^n 
AIR.  IN  the  CESTUS, 


HQVUiappy  fiie,  who  ne’er  can  know 
The  mifery  of  the  great ; 

Who,  far  from  reach  of  fcepter’d  woe, 
Finds  in  her  loweftate, 

Joy  in  her  innocence — delight 
In  fcenes  that  hill  prefent; 

Ileafures  that  health  and  llrength  excite. 
And  transport  in  content  : 

One  brook,  her  mirror  and  her  drink, 
The  happy  wanderer  feeks  ; 

And  as  her  lambs  play  round  its  brink. 
Good  Nature  paints  her  cheeks. 

Few  are  her  wants,  certain  her  joy  ; 

For  reafon’s  glad  confent 

Points  out  her  innocent  employ, 

And  guides  her  to  content. 


AIR— IN  THE  CESTUS. 


SPORTSMEN  who  are  Raunch  and  true*, 
Necer  the  timid  hare  pur  Cue; 

QuivTing,  quaking  ; 

Shivring,  (baking  ; 

Trembling,  totdring  in  lie r  flight, 

She  their  pity  would  excite. 

JBut  who,  a  badger  fet  at  bay, 

Willies  not  to  make  his  prey  ? 

Where’s  the  heart  companion  Chocks 
To  enfnare  the  fubtle  fox  ? 

Come  on  ,  then,  and  partake  the  fpoils. 
Cunning  Reynard£s  in  the  toils* 

Sly  and  artful  Ml  prepare, 

For  my  madam  fuch  a  fnarc, 

So  clofe  and  cunning  a  wi  fe  gin, 

With  her  eyes  open  the ’ll  run  in- 
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'Ware  haunches,  Juno,  for  I’ll  follow 
Hard  at  your  heelt  with  a  view  hollow! 


p^^r> 


AIR — IN  THE  CESTU8. 


MEEK  ICI1  be  as  Vena’s  dove  ? 

Your  prefence  court,  your  abfence  mourn  ; 
Love  (hall  be  the  price  of  love, 

And  kindnefs  afk  a  k/nd  return. 

Folly  fhall  ne’er  my  mind  defile, 

From  prudence  wiii  I  ne'er  depart, 

My  face  fhall  wear  a  conflant  linile, 

And  duty  govern  my  heart. 


AIR - IN  great  news, 

COME  buy  my  draw,  and  I’ll  give  you  a  long, 

I  dont  fay  my  fong  any  falir<5  contains, 

I  do’nt  fay  it  touches  on  phyiic  or  law, 

The  knave’s  cunning  thrift,  or  the  ufurerfs  gains  ; 

I  don’t  lay  it  execrates  cheating  at  play, 

Or  points  out  to  fcorn  every  knave  in  life’s  throng  ; 

Or  difpifts  the  flandercr,  the  utmoft  I  fay, 

Is,  buy  my  draw,  and  Til  give  you  a  fong. 

I  don‘t  fay  the  man,  who  dideminates  ftrife, 

Through  a  land,  the  world’s  wonder  rich  profperous  and 
brave, 

That  protection  affords  to  his  children,  and  wife, 

Is  a  good  deal  a  fool,  and  a  little  a  knave. 

I  don  t  fay  the  thief,  who  your  purfe  fleals  away, 

Is  more  honed  than  the  t’other  who  does  you  foul  wrong, 
Under  friendfhi p’s  fair  vizzard,  the  utmoft  I  fay 
Is,  buy  my  ftraw,  and  I’ll  give  you  a  fong. 

I  don't  fay  young  gentlemen,  caufe  ’tis  the  rage 
To  be  render  d  notorious  by  public  eclat, 

While  poor  beauty,  and  youth,  loofe  their  power  to  enoaee. 
Are  wrong  to  ftea!  off,  with  fome  fpruce  grandmama. 

G-.unli  monkeys  and  apcss  I.  don't  mean  to  inveigh, 
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Nor  do  I  aiTert  that  their  feelings  are  wronp- 
Who  wifh  worth  at  the  devil :  the  utmoft  l  fay 
is,  buy  my  flraw  and  I ‘11  give  you  a  fong. 

I  doii't  fay  that  honour,  fair  dealing,  and  truth 
Are  better  than  fraud,  and  chicanery  and  lies 
.uit  the  maflitfs  of  age,  and  the  puppies  of  youth 
Towe  re  we  may  pity,  we  flill  mult  dcfpife.  9 
Nay  did  one  whip  folly,  even  though  one  fliould  flay 
ner  own  hack  for  materials  to  ftirnifh  the  thong, 

Do  I  fay  fhe'd  be  callous,  the  utmoft  I  fay 
hy  buy  my  draw,  and  1*1 1  give  you  a  fong. 
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BESEECH  you,  would  ye,  gentle  folk*, 
Dame  fortunes  gifts  reveal; 

I  can  at  will  turn  all  the  fpokes, 

That  guide  her  fickle  wheel  : 

Nor  dregs  of  tea,  nor  coffee  ground?, 
That  myftic  apparatus, 

Need  I  to  fliew  life’s  ups  and  downs 
To  ev’ry  Fortunatus: 

The  fmiling  road  to  human  blifs, 

Wou’d  you  purfue,  the  myfi’ry’s  this — 
He  that’s  content  hath  fortune  found, 
Cheerly  with  him  her  wheel  goes  round. 

Gluttons  blame  fortune  for  that  gout 
They  from  intemp'rance  feel, 

While  yonder  iron  mufcled  lout 
Enjoys  his  fcanty  meal  : 

The  indolent  poor  fortune  curfe 
To  fill  up  life’s  hiatus, 

While  the  induftrious  find  the  purfe. 
And  cap  of  Fortunatus. 

The  fmiling  road  to  human  blifs, 

O 

'rims  court  your  Heps,  the  myfi’ry’s  this 
He  that’s  content,  &c. 

Then  cuftoms  ideots,  do  not  fay 
Fortune  can  blindly  err, 

If  to  her  fane  you  mils  the  way, 

’Tis  you  arc  blind,  not  her*. 
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The  even  path  before  us  lies 
To  where  her  gifts  await  us, 

And  he  contentment  hath  made  wife, 

Is  the  true  Fortunatus, 

The  fmiling  road  to  human  felifs, 

Come  then  and  tread,  the  myfl’ry's  this, 

He  that's  content,  &c. 

«« >•“<>■•*  •"< 
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INSPIRED  by  fo  grateful  a  duty, 

In  terms  ftrongeft  art  can  devifs, 

Bards  have  written  thofe  raptures  on  beauty 
That  lovers  have  wafted  on  fighs  : 

I,  to  fill  the  fweet  theme  more  completely, 
Sing  the  beauty  of  goodnefs  the  while, 

For  every  face  is  drefs’d  fweet  y,. 

Where  beams  a  benevolent  fmile,  * 

While  the  heart  fome  beneficent  addon, 
Contemplates,  with  joy  the  eyes  fpeak. 

On  the  lip  quivers  mute  latisfadtion, 

And  a  glow  of  delight  pa  nts  the  cheek. 
Blifs  pervades  every  feature  completely, 
Adding  beauty  to  beauty  the  while, 

And  the  lovelieft  face  looks  more  fvveetly, 
Where  beams  a  benevolent  fmile'. 
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SWEET  is  the  fhip  that  under  fail, 

Spreads  her  white  bofom  to  the  gale, 

Sweet,  oh  !  fweets  the  flowing  can; 

Sweet  to  poife  the  labouring  oar, 

That  tugs  us  to  our  native  iliore, 

When  the  boatfwairi  pipes  the  barge  to  mail 
Sweet  failing  with  a  favTing  breeze; 

But  oh  !  much  fweeter  than  all  thefe, 

Is  Jack's  delight  Ills  lovely  Nan. 

X  2 
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The  needle  faithful  to  the  north, 

To  {hew  of  conftancy  the  worth 
A  curious  lcflbn  teaches  man  : 

The  needle  time  may  rud,  a  fquall 
Capfize  the  binacle  and  all, 

Let  feamanlhip  do  ad  it  can  : 

Pviy  love  in  worth  fhail  higher  rife, 

Nor  time  fhail  rud,  nor  fqualls  capfize, 

My  faith  and  truth  to  lovely  Nan. 

T  nen  in  the  bilboes  I  was  penncd, 
for  ferving  of  a  worthlefs  friend, 

And  every  creature  from  me  ran ; 

lhip  performing  quarantine, 

Was  ever  fo  defeated  feen, 

None  hail‘d  me  woman,  child,  nor  man  ; 

Eut  though  falfe  friendlhipS  tails  were  furidl. 
Though  cut  a  drift  by  all  the  world, 

I'd  all  the  world  in  lovely  Nan. 

2  love  my  duty,  love  my  friend. 

Love,  truth,  and  merit  to  defend, 

--  0  moan  their  lofs  who  hazard  ran  ; 

I  love  to  take  an  honed  part, 

Love  beauty  aud  a  fpotlefs  heart, 

By  manners  love  to  {hew  the  man  ; 
io  fail  through  life,  by  honours  breeze — - 
*  I  was  all  along  of  loving  thefe 
Firft  made  me  doat  on  lovely  Nan. 
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BONlT  you  fee  that  as  how  Icm  a  fportfman  in  ft  vie, 

A  1  fo  kickilh,  fo  Aim,  and  fo  tall ; 

Why  Pve  fearciPd  after  game  and  that  mair/s  the  mile* 
And  feed  no  bit  of  nothing  at  all : 

My  licence  I  pockets,  my  poney  1  brides, 

And  1  pelts  through  the  wind  and  the  rain, 

And,  i{  likely  to  fall,  dicks  the  fpurs  in  the  tides, 

Leaves  the  bridle  and  holds  by  the  inane; 

To  lie  fate  dad  at  heme  kicks  up  no  little  Prrife* 

J3nt  dabby  .  hat's  that,  end  fafhion  and  life  ? 

At  fpoiting  I  never  was  know'd  for  to  lag, 

I  was  a. ways  in  clanger  the  hid* 
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When  at  Epfom  lafi:  Eafler  they  turned  out  the  flag, 

I‘m  the  lad  that  was  rolled  in  the  dufl ; 

Then  they  call  me  a  Nincom  why,  over  the  fields. 

There  a  little  beyond  Dulwich  Common, 

I  a  chick  and  a  goofe,  tumbled  head  over  heels, 

And  two  mudlarks,  befides  an  old  woman  : 

Then  let  miferly  dad,  kick  up  forrow  and  ftrife, 

I’m  the  lad  that’s  genteel,  and  knows  falhion  and  life. 

But  don’t  go  for  to  think  I  neglects  number  one, 

Often  when  my  companions,  with  ardour, 

Are  hunting  about  with  the  dog  and  the  gun, 

I  goes  and  1  hunts  in  the  larder: 

There  I  fprings  me  a  woodcock  or  flu  flies  a  quail, 

Or  finds  pufs,  as  the  fits  under  cover, 

Then  fo  ho  !  to  the  barrel,  to  flart  me  fume  ale. 

And  when  I  have  dined  and  fed  rover, 

Pays  my  landlord  his  fhot,  as  I  ogles  his  vife, 

While  the  daughter  cries  out,  lord  what  fafhion  and  life- 

Then  I  buys  me  fome  game,  all  as  homeward  we  jog, 

And  when  the  folks  ax  how  I  got  ’em, 

Though  I  ihooted  but  once,  and  then  killed  the  poor  dog, 

I  fwears  and  then  ftand’s  to’t  I  fhot  ’em  ; 

So  come  round  me  ye  fportfmen  that’s  fmart  and  what  not, 
AJ1  ftililli  and  cutting  a  fiafh, 

Yv  hen  your  piece  won’t  kill  game,  charged  with  powder 
and  fhot, 

To  bring  ’em  down,  down  with  your  cafh; 

And  if  with  their  jokes,  and  their  jeers,  folks  are  rife 
Why  dabby  fays  you,  ’ent  it  fafhion  and  life. 
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SEE,  fee  to  join  the  revel  rout, 

A!!  hopping,  fkipping,  prancing, 

With  fqueak  and  fqual),  and  fhriek  and  fhout, 

A  1  forts  and  lizes  prancing, 

As  old  as  poles  and  big  as  tuns, 

Three  graces  lead  the  revels. 

Then  devils  tame  as  lambs. 

And  Nuns  as  impudent  as  devils. 

1  Do  you  know  me?’ — “  Oh  !  yes,  excellent  well — you  are 
a  fifh  monger  c  No  I  en‘t ;  I  am  a  mcthodifl  preacher.’— 
**  'ihen  1  would  you  were  lb  honeft  a  man.” 
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Thus  leaving  every  care  behind, 

1  lie  pack  fkile  reafon  fcorning, 

Chafe  pleafures  of  the  night  to  find, 

J  he  bead  ache  of  the  morniu0-. 

Sec  all  conditions,  fexes,  years. 

Unite  to  keep  the  farce  on, 

A  fvvearing  quaker  next  appears, 

And  next  a  drunken  parfon ; 

Beaux,  chattering  nonfenfe  loud  in  peals, 

Bells,  furnifhed  well  with  clappers, 

Tumblers,  and  dancers  without  heels, 

And  lawyers  without  nappers. 

‘  Do  you  know  me  ?’— «  Oh  !  yes,  very  well— you  are 
Venus.”—*  Will  you  be  my  Mars?’ — “  With  all  my  foul.”— 

*  Come  unmafk,  and  let  me  behold  the  beauties  of  the  Cy¬ 
prian  Queen.’— “  Let  us  unmafk  together.” — ‘Agreed.’—. 
“Oh!  plague  and  misfortune,  my  hufband ‘  Oh !  hell 
and  the  devil,  my  wife  !’ 

Thus  leaving  every  care  behind, 

The  pack  hale  reafon  fcorning, 

Chafe  pleafures  of  the  night,  to  find 
The  head  ache  of  the  morning. 

At  Taft  to  clofe  their  noify  mirth, 

As  finis  to  this  kick  up, 

From  the  flipper  room  they  iffue  forth, 

And  roar,  and  rant,  and  hiccup; 

My  angel — whau — zounds,  pull  his  nofe, 

Sir  do  you  mean  to  bam  me  ? 
bye  loft  my  wig — he's  fpoiit  my  clothes, 

A  ring,  boo,  fcoundrel,  damme. 

{  An  old  cloaths  man  to  call  the  grand  Turk  a  fcoundrel  !— 
Satisfaction.’  “  A  ring.”  £  Dabby,  I  never  boxes,’  “Kick 
him  out.”  ‘  Yea  I  will,’  u  I  was  never  fee  any  thing  fo 
droll  in  my  life,”  ‘Ah!  there’ll  be  murder,’  u  Arrah  fait 
that's  right,  exchange  addreflVs.*  1‘11  eat  him  up  alive — i‘ll 
niau!  the  villain.”  ‘  Hark  forward — Oh!  its  a  fine  row, 
dabby  1  love  a  row.* 

The  pack  thus  leaving  care  behind, 

And  mufiy  reafon  fcorning, 

Chafe  pleafures  of  the  night,  to  find 
The  head  ache  of  the  morning. 
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SAY  foldier  which  of  glory’s  charms^ 
i  hat  heroes’  fouls  enflame, 

Gives  brighteft  ludre  to  their  arms,, 

Or  belt  enfures  their  fame  ? 

Is  it  her  lion-mettled  rage, 

Let  loofe  b  om  ardour’s  den. 

Legion  with  legion  to  engage. 

And  make  men  daughter  men? 

Is  it  to  a  dcfencelefs  foe, 

Mild  mercy  to  forbear, 

And  glut  the  call  of  vengeance  ?  No  ; 

The  brave  delight  to  fpare  : 

’Tis  clemency  pale  mifery’s  friend, 

Foremoft  in  glory’s  van, 

To  dry  the  darting  tear,  and  blend 
The  hero  with  the  man. 

Then  on  the  wretch  fall  double  fliame, 

Who,  in  foul  dander  lored, 

Knbws  war  alone  by  murder’s  name* 

The  foidier  by  the  fword : 

As  blefiings  out  of  evils  come. 

Let  once  the  conflict  ceafe. 

The  eagle  brings  the  halcyon  home. 

War  courts  the  fmiles  of  peace: 

Yet,  he  to  higher  merit  vaults, 

Who  glory’s  track  hath  trod, 

Great,  generous  merit  that  exalts, 

A  mortal  to  a  God  : 

’Tis  clemency,  pale  mifery’s  friend, 

Ever  in  glory’s  van, 

To  dry  the  darting  tear,  and  blend 
The  hero  with  the  man. 

BALLAD—  IN  GREAT  NEWS,  , 


ANACREON  tells  us  that  mortals  mere  clods, 
By  the  drink  they  love  bed  are  exalted  to  gods,. 


I 
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And  fate  there’,  no  lie  in  the  truth  on’t,  don’t  wine 
Though  aa  beaftly  as  devils,  make  tope™  divine"  ’ 
rec  treads  in  a  trice  makes  a  god  of  poor  fnin 
£“?  arc  every  one  Neptunes  when  e’er  they  drink  din 
be  Jove,  or  Audio,  or  Mars,  would  ye  chu£  P> 
Ah.  you  ve  nothing  to  do  but  get  drunk  with  Rambooze 
Then  a  natural  tranfition  from  heaven,  if  you  go 
Down  to  hell,  ah  J  you’ll  find  them  all  drinking  below 
Each  driving  in  Leihe  to  hurry  his  care  ;  S  ^ 

T  tic  feducer  forgets  when  he  ruined  the  fair, 

Greeks  the  pillory  forget  they  fo  richly,  defer  ve, 
he  usurer  forgets  when-  he  let  the  man  ftarve, 

The  perjurer  forgets  that  he  died  in  his  dioes, 

But  let  us  all  fuch  rafeals  forget  in  Rambooze. 

Our  Shelah,  cried  out,  one  day,  making  her  moan, 
from  my  arms,  where  1  held  him  fad,  Taddy  is  gone* 

And  thougti  in  my  prefence  he  always  will  day 
lor  ever  the  wanton  young  rogue’s  fled  away  : 

I  m  dead,  and  dm  kilt,  and  fliali  never  recover 
Heaven  take  me,  or  give  me  that  heaven,  my  lover, 
leach  me  howto  be  mad,  or  my  fenfes  to  lofe. 

My  dear  creature,  cried  I,  jud  get  drunk  with  Rambooze. 

When  hard  at  the  whifkey  an  Irifliman  pulls, 

In  fear ch  of  Europas,  he  rides  upon  bulls, 

Of  liquors  large  libations  Italians  fcare  fwallow, 

But  every  fqualini  becomes  aw  Apollo  : 

1  iien  cacn  fair  one’s  a  goddefs,  don’t  every  die, 

Like  an  angel,  talk  IcandaJ,  whene’er  die  drinks  tea, 

^ou  mod  Helicon  dp,  would  you  turn  to  a  mufe, 

And,  if  you’d  be  Bacchus,  get  drunk  with  Rambooze* 

But  did  I  not  dop  I  diould  never  have  done, 

In  me  all  the  Deities  centre  in  one; 

I  m  as  valiant  as.  Mars,  2nd  as  mighty  as  Jove, 

As  cuiinuig  as  Mercury,  as  am’rous  as  Love  : 

I’m  Apollo  and  Momus,  together  for  wit, 

And  1  boadan  Olympus  my  goddiip  to  fit, 

For  what  better  heaven,  upon  earth,  can  I  choofe, 

'I  hail  good  health,  a  kind  wife,  a  true  friend  and  Rambooze  l 
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'WHERE  a  learned  phyfician  who  writes  for  all  ill? 

’Stead  of  taking  a  guinea  obliged  to  take  pills, 

Or  compe.ll’d  to  examine  mortality’s  bills, 

Tor  his  own  and  his  brethren’s  daughter  : 

\v  ere  an  ideal  widow  her  fpoufe  given  over, 

At  the  moment  a  promife  fhe  made  to  her  lover 
Advertifed  that  her  hufband  began  to  recover  ? 

Both  thefe  would  be  fiili  out  of  water  : 

Odd  liflij  queer  fifli,  drange  fifli,  droll  fiili— 

In  lh or t  they’d  be  full  out  of  water. 

Did  a  methodic  preacher,  leave  fleecing  his  flock, 
pul  witlings  let  in  common  fenfe,  fliould  flic  knock 
Did  a  toper  reel  homewards  before  three  o’clock  3 
Did  puppies  find  ta fie  when  they  fought  her,  3 
Were  a  rook,  by  a  pigeon,  choufed  out  of  his’ booty 
Pfd  a  wife,  kind  and  handfome,  and  true  to  her  duty 
Meet  a  brute,  umttra&ed  by  goodnefs  or  beauty  '  ’ 

All  thefe  would  be  fiili  out  of  water. 

Odd  fifhj  Sic. 

^hould  true  limbs  of  the  law,  while  extending  their  palms 
From  honour  or  confcience,  be  troubled  with  qualms  ‘  5 

Should  Ipendthrift.i  grow  prudent,  ormifers  give  a’ms 
Or  honefly  tempt  a  defaulter,  * 

Did  a  lover,  in  high  expectation,  when  ready. 

At  the  place  of  appointment,  fequeftered  and  ihady, 
Encounter  a  broomflick  indead  of  a  lady, 

All  thefe  would  be  fiih  out  of  water. 

Odd  fith,  &c. 


Did  a  tar,  or  in  private,  or  public  drife, 

For  his  king,  or  his  friend,  fear  to  venture  his  life 
Did  a  jolman,  from  Ireland,  in  fearch  of  a  wife,  * 
Fxpecl  fortune,  and  meet  with  her  daughter 
In  diort  from  mankind,  did  one  drip  off  the  vizard 
Without  fear  of  palling  for  witch,  or  for  wizzard 
One  might  fee  ’twould  fo  curfedly  dick  in  each  gizzard 
That  they’d  all  appear  fifli  out  of  water  :  * 

Odd  fi lh,  &c. 


dibdin’s  selected  songs. 


*5* 


*'<  *<>■••  <3§> 

BALLAD  —  IN  GREAT  NEWS. 


THE  fquirrel  that  jingles  his  hells  in  his  cane 
Is  the  type  of  that  folly  and  drife,  6 

Cali  t  the  fafliion,  the  ton,  or  the  kick,  or  the  raize 
i  hat  makes  up  the  buftle  of  life  :  6  J 

°n  the  wheel  of  dame  fortune,  now  high,  and,  now  low, 
‘V  1  .  y  am^ea  and  gallop,  and  pace, 

Vv  m  in  fearch  of  that  phantom  called  pleafure  they  go, 
i.ric  li  (c.iivcs  tube  iirft  111  the  clinic  •  ^ 

1,0  ronnd,  round,  round  goes  feug  in  his  cage. 

And  jingles  his  bells  with  a  fufs  and  a  ra^e,^ 

Stii,  turning  about  and  about, 

And  when  tir‘d  with  his  journey  remains  in  the  place 
ExaHly  where  hrft  he  fet  out.  5 


In  fearch  alter  knowledge,  the  book  worm  explores, 
Where  nature’s  wide  regions  expand, 

.L>ut  though  fancy  conducls  him  to  numberlefs  fhores 
He  never  once  touches  on  land  : 

His  h  ark’s  toft  in  florins  of  opinions  that  rage, 

Kov  truth's  tracklefs  path  can  he  trace,  ° 

Till  error  and  doubt  bring  the  night  of  old  age, 

Fair  certainty’s  day  to  deface. 

So  round,  &c. 

The  novice  goes  forward  in  fearch  of  a  friend, 

To  Oiare  both  his  heart  and  his  pelf, 

Till  humbled  and  tired  with  his  toil  without  end. 

He  at  laft  makes  a  friend  of  himfelf : 

One  who  fairntfs  profdfed,  picked  his  pocket  at  play, 
One  deceived  him,  and  laughed  in  his  face, 

One  nc  the  wed  to  his  midrefs,  foon  dole  her  away, 
One  was  mean  and  another  was  bafe. 

So  round,  &c. 

Thus  men  mifs  the  fubdance,  and  grafp  at  the  name, 
Thus  project  .rs  find  midnight  at  noon, 

Thus  heroes  chafe  bubbles,  and  fancy  them  fame, 
And  thus  children  cry  for  the  moon. 

Thofe  are  fleafures  alone  that  lead  reafon's  fair  train. 
The  red  bring  but  fhame  and  difgrace, 

And  though  you  may  dart  them  again  and  again, 
Vexed  and  tired  you’ll  give  over  the  chafe. 

So  round,  &c. 
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NT  WAS  one  day  at  Wapping  Ins  dangers  o’erhauling, 

Jack  Junk  cock’d  his  jemmy  and  broach'd  a  full  can. 
While  a  podee  of  neighbours  of  each  different  calling, 

Cried  only  but  hear  -what  a  marvellous  man  : 

Avaft,  cried  out  Jack,  what’s  there  marvellous  in  it  ? 

When  his  time’s  come  the  flouted  of  hearts  mud  comply. 

Why  now  you  mader  tallow  chandler,  by  way  of  throwing 
a  little  light  on  the  fuhjecd,  don't  you  think ’t is  better  to  be 
extinguifhed  when  one’s  fightingin  defence  of  onc‘s  country, 
than  to  day  at  home  lingering  and  go  out  like  the  Ihuffof  a 
candle  ? 

Then  like  men  do  your  duty,  we  have  all  our  minute, 

And  at  fea  or  afhore  we  fhall  live  till  we  die, 

Hurraw,  hurraw,  hurraw  boys  let’s  live  till  wc  die. 

Why  now  you  mader  Plumber,  that  marvels  at  billows, 

I  fhall  founder  at  fca,  and  you’ll  die  in  your  bed  ; 

What  of  that  ?  fome  have  fods,  and  fome  waves  for  their 
pillows, 

And ’its  likely  enough  we  may  both  die  of  lead  : 

And  as  for  the  odds,  a’l  the  difference  that’s  in  it, 

I  fhall  pop  off  at  once,  and  you*ii  lingering  lie. 

Why  fmi;e  my  crooked  timbers,  who  knows  but  mader 
Snip,  there,  may  flip  his  cable  and  break  his  back  with 
taking  the  ninth  part  of  a  fall  off  the  fhopboard  into  his 
own  hell. 

Then  like  men,  &c. 

As  for  you  mader  Bricklayer  to  make  out  your  calling, 

A  little  iike  mine  e‘nct  a  matter  that’s  hard, 

Pray  mayn’t  you  from  a  ladder  or  fcaffoJd  be  falling, 

As  eafy  as  I  from  a  rattling  or  yard  : 

Then  for  you  its  commiffion  a  tile  may  bring  in  it, 

As  foonas  a  fliot  or  a  fplinter  for  1. 

As  for  mader  Do&or,  the  Undertaker,  and  Sexton,  they 
don’t  want  no  wipe  from  me,  they  lends  too  many  folk* 
contented  to  their  long  home,  not  to  know  h  ow  to  go  there 
contentedly  themfelvas. 

Then  like  men,  &c. 

And  v  hen  Captain  Death  come*  the  reckoning  to  fettle, 

\  ou  may  e'ear  fhip  for  aeffion  as  much  as  you  like. 
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And  behave  like  a  man,  but  he  ’as  fuch  weight  of  metal 
At  the  very  firft  broadfide  the  braved  mud  ftrike. 

And  when  you  have  faid  all  you  can  what's  there  in  it, 

Who  to  feud  ‘gainft  a  ltorm  but  a  lubber  would  try. 

For  as  to  qualms  of  confcience,  cheating  cudomers,  be¬ 
traying  friends,  and  fuch  like,  being  a  fet  of  honed  trades¬ 
men,  I  dare  fay  you  are  perfectly  eafy  about  thefe  fort  of 
things. 

Then  like  men,  &e. 

<S>  <S>  -<>■  #«  Mi 
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IN  one  thou’d’st  find  variety, 

Cried  Dick,  wouid’d  thou  on  wedlock  fix  ? 

I  rather  fhould  expert,  cry’d  I, 

Variety  in  five  or  fix  ; 

But  never  was  thy  counfel  light, 

I’ll  do't  my  friend — fo  faid,  fo  done, 

I’m  noos’d  for  life,  and  Dick  was  right, 

I  find  variety  in  one. 

Her  tongue  has  more  variety 

Than  mufic’s  fyftem  can  embrace; 

She  modulates  through  every  key, 

Squeaks  treble,  and  growls  double  bafe  ; 

Divifions  runs,  and  trills,  and  fliakes, 

Enough  the  noify  fpheres  to  fiun  ; 

Thus,  as  harfii  difeord  mufic  makes, 

1  find  variety  in  one. 

Her  drefs  boafis  fuch  variety,  > 

Such  forms,  materials,  fafhions,  hues, 

Each  animat  mud  plunder'd  be, 

From  Ruffian  bears  to  cockatoos. 

Now  Tis  a  feather,  now  a  zone, 

Now  fhe's  a  gipfy,  now  a  nun, 

To  change  like  the  camelon  prone, 

En’t  this  variety  in  one  ? 

In  wedlockS  wide  variety, 

Thought,  word,  and  deed,  we  both  concur, 

If  fhccs  a  thunder  fiorm  to  me, 

So  l‘m  an  April  day  to  her  : 

Devil,  and  Angel,  black,  and  whitey 
Thus  as  we  Hymen ‘s  gauntlet  run* 
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And  klfsj  and  fcold,  and  love,  and  fight, 
Each  finds  variety  in  one. 

Then  eherifii  love’s  variety, 

In  fpite  of  every  fnecnng  e’f, 

WJre  naturJ'a  ehi.dren,  and  cn*t  flic, 

In  change,  variety  it  it  If  ? 

Her  clouds,  and  ftorms  ate  willed  by  late, 
More  bright  lo  fhow  her  radiant  fun  ; 
Hai*  then  bled  wedlock  in  whole  Late, 

Men  find  variety  in  one, 

* 
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IF  you’ll  only  juft  promife  you‘11  none  of  you  laugh, 

IM  be  after  explaining  the  French  Telegraph  ; 

A  machine  that's  endowed  with  Inch  wonderful  po\vcr , 

It  writes,  reads,  and  fends  news  fifty  miles  in  an  hour  ; 
Then  therc‘s  wateja  words,  a  fpy  glats,  an  index  or  hand. 
And  many  things  more  none  of  us  underftand  ; 

But  which,  like  the  nofe  on  your  face,  will  be  clear, 
When  we  have,  as  ufual,  improv<d  on  them  here. 

Oh  !  the  dabblers  in  lotteries  will  grow  rich  as  Jews, 

Steap  of  fiving  of  pigeons,  to  bring  them  the  news, 

They4!!  a  Te  egraph  plac1",  upon  Old  Or  none!  Quay, 

Put  another  ‘board  fillip,  in  the  tridft  oFthc  fca  : 

And  fo  on  to  town  each  to  tell  through  the  rank, 

The  firft  thoufand  pound  priye  was  that  morn  drawn 
blank, 

And  thus  if  the  air  fiiould  but  chance  to  be  clear. 

In  two  hours  will  the  news  oi  Dear  Dublin  fly  here. 

When  the  Newmarket  fquad  to  the  races  go  down. 

By  confederates,  and  Telegraphs,  Rationed  in  town, 
They’ll  get  news  long  before  t ire  mail  coaches  come  in, 
Plates,  matches,  and  fweepftakes,  who  lofe,  and  who  win  : 
And  how  after  a  eroding,  and  jofsling,  dead  heat, 

That  Black  Legs,  and  Rook  were  by  Belzcbub  beat, 

Ah  !  juft  let  fhtm  alone  by  my  foul  there’s  no  fear. 

But  the  turf  will  improve  on  the  Telegraph  here. 

Ah  !  then  what  a  fare  guide  will  the  Telegraph  prove. 

To  promote  their  defigns  who  are  dying  for  love, 

If  an  old  married  lady  thou’d  court  a  young  man, 
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&n‘t  ilie  make  a  fpy  glafs  with  the  flicks  of  her  fan  ? 

Uien  luppofe  an  appoimmeir,  the  hour  to  be  two, 

Can‘t  the  index  point  thus  and  the  watch  word  be  boo  ? 
‘>tire  didn  t  I  tell  you  I'd  make  it  appear, 

Iw-ili  be  mighty  convenient  improved  upon  here. 

■Adieu  penny  pofh,  mails,  and  coaches  adieu, 
i  our  occupation  is  gone,  ’ti&  ad  over  wid  you, 

In  your  place  Telegraphs,  on  our  honfes  we’li  ufe, 

°  te'^  t‘me>  condudl  lightning,  dry  Hurts,  and  fend  news* 

H  hus  while  fignals,  and  flags  ft  ream  on  top  ofeachflreet, 

I  he  town,  to  a  b;r  will  appear  a  gt  ant  fleet, 

^nci  fince  England's  grand  deer,  to  the  French  convey  fear, 
huie  fliant  we  improve  on  their  Te’egiaph  here. 

<*&£,  ^Sg> 
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WHEN  I  firft  went  to  fehcol  it  was  all  my  delight, 

"Jo  con  forncthing  or  other  from  morning  to  night  ; 

1  would  never  conform,  nor  eonfds,  nor  con  Jem, 

And  however  conjured,  I  never  was  content : 

Lut  fo  well  I'd  confufe,  and  conce.il  and  contrive, 

And  confoire,  and  concert,  and  controul,  and  connive, 
And  confute  and  conteft,  and  confound,  and  fo  on, 

Ko  boy  in  the  fchool  was  fo  pat  at  a  con. 

Scarcely  did  I  emancipate,  manners  to  know, 

But  a  (Irangc  predilection  I  cheri fired  for  pro  ; 

1  proceeded  with  care.wou'd  propofc,  and  proteft, 

And  promoting  but  little,  a  great  deal  profefled. 

Procured  rich  connections,  old  friends  to  provoke, 

V/ith  a  titter  provided,  prolonged  my  lord's  joke, 

And  pronounced  each  man's  friend,  and  producing  no  foe, 
I  left  little  con,  and  fluck  tightly  to  pro. 

Thus  well  with  the  world,  my  next  thought  after  this, 

Was  to  yield  to  the  ton,  and  to  keen  a  line  mils, 

But  here  I  mifearried,  was  after  milled, 

Mifmatched,  and  miflaken,  and  every  wayfped  ; 

Mi  LA  conduct  mifgavc  mr,  and  fuii  of  mifttrult, 

T  fet  my  mifs  down  where  i  took  her  up  fi r ft, 

G;ad  l‘d  me  t  with  no  mifliap,  nor  worfe  mifehief  than  this, 
Mid  j  delved  mv  ncxtfrolick  fhou  d  not  be  a  mifs. 
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fortunes  were  to  be  nabbed,  blind  out  now  diiu  tnfn, 

A  id  knew  t'oiiething  of  where,  but  1  cou‘d  not  tell  when 
Scarce  an  if  had  formed  hope,  when  a  but  produced  fear, 
Then  in  fearching  out  there,  I  loon  loft  mylclt  heie. 

’  bill  betwixt  and  between,  this  and  that,  lomehow,  l, 
in  fear  eh  of  the  wherefore,  loft  fight  of  the  why. 

Thus  ringing  the  changes  on  lile‘s  wordy  war, 

1  found  its  (beet  anchor  exitted  in  for  ; 

And,  by  prudence  forwarned,  folly‘3  joys  to  forbear. 

Soon  did  all  nonfenfe  forfake,  and  forfwear  ; 

For  the  world,  for  fociety,  deftintd  to  live, 

When  by  any  one  wronged  l  forget  and  forgive, 

Keep  my  fortune  in  petto  for  honourable  ends, 
juft  enough  for  myfeif,  and  the  reft  for  my  friends. 
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TF.LL  me  not  of  men's  follies,  their  whims  and  caprices. 
That  the  fum  of  their  vices  each  moment  enere«fes, 

I  hat  like  moulders  of  prey  every  friend  his  friend  fleeces, 
Still  driving  to  cheat,  to  cajole  and  trapan  : 

If  nature  implanted  the  pallions  that  rule  us, 

If  custom  her  fhadow  deludes  us  and  fool  us, 

Acquitted  by  candour  where  rigour  would  fchool  us, 

Lav  the  blame  on  the  manners  and  not  on  the  man. 

Should  a  beauty  involved  in  the  vortex  of  pleafurc, 

Where  of  blifs  dimly  falhion  fupplies  the  gay  meafure, 

Yield  fome  villain  accompliflied  her  virtue‘s  foie  treafure, 
And  in  that  abyfs  plunge  that  no  ray  of  hope  cheers: 

While  you  grieve  that  fimplicity’s  charms  were  denied  her, 
That  of  innocence  little  Hie  e‘er  had  to  guide  her, 

Though  fal.Yi  ue£er  to  rife,  do  not  fcorn,  nor  deride  her, 
But,  forgetting  her  errors,  ah  !  pity  her  rears. 

Should  a  youth,  for  an  opulent  flation  intended, 

On  whom  lavillh  parents  large  fums  have  expended, 

’Stead  of  virtues  and  talents  dtftinguifhed  and  fplendid, 
Confirm  vice  at  college  imbibed  when  at  fchoofi 
Tow  his  mind,  wit/h  no  h'.mnefs,  no  diferirnination, 

From  Pierias  fount  fita4  of  making  libation, 
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Should  lie  roll  down  the  torrent  of  wild diffipation, 
in  his  loi's  to  fociety  pity  the  fool. 

ihefe,  thele,  as  I  look  through  the  world,  are  my  feelings^ 
for,  deal  with  mankind  on  a  par  u  ith  their  th  aljn 
i  rum  acceled,  and  accultr,  the  eternal  appealing^,. 

Saon  julhee  would  wreck  on  chicanery's  ihelf  : 

I  hen  hypocrites  pity,  the  faint  hides  a  (inner, 

<Jf  the  poet  buy  nonienfe,  the  man  wants  a  dinner, 

_ p  ^  if )  a  1 1  you  be  a  winner* 

for  in  pitying  others  you  honour  yourfelf. 

^  ® 
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TOM  TRUELOVE  woo’d  the  feweeteff  fair,. 

That  e‘er  to  tar  was  kind, 

Her  face  was  of  a  beauty  rare, 

Adore  beautiful  her  mind  ; 

His  meffmates  heard,  while  wih  delight, 

He  named  her  for  his  bride, 

A  fail  appeared,  ah  fatal  light ! 

For  grief  his  love  had  died  ; 

Mult  I,  cried  he*  thole  charms  refign, 

I  loved  fo  dear,  fo  well  ? 

Would  they  had  tolled  inficad  of  thine,. 

Tom  Truelove’s  knell. 

Break  heart  at  once  and  there’s  an  end, 

Thou  all  that  heaven  could  give! 

But  hold,  I  have  a  noble  friend. 

Yet,  yet  for  him  IT  live: 

Fortune,  who  all  her  baleful  fpight, 

Not  vet  on  Tom  had  tried, 

Sent  news,  one  rough,  tern ptfluous  night. 
That  his  dear  friend  had  ded  : 

And  thou  too  !  mufl  thee  refign, 

Who  honour  loved  fo  well  ? 

Would  they  had  tclitd  infttad  of  thine, 

1  oni  Truelovc’s  knell. 

Enough,  enough,  a  fait  fca  w-ave, 

A  healing^balm  (hall  bring; 

A  fail  or  you  cried  one,  and  brave? 

Hive  hill  to  feme  your  king! 
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The  moment  come?,  behold  the  foe  ; 

Tn auks  generous  friend,  he  cried, 
The  fecond  broadfide  laid  him  low, 

He  named  his  love  and  died  : 

The  tale,  in  mournful  accents  fung, 

His  friends  hill  for  rowing  tell. 

How  fad,  and  folemn,  vhrec  times  rung, 
lorn  Truelove’s  knell. 
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rVE  thought  and  I’ve  faid  it  fin  1  were  a  boy, 

That  what  folks  get  at  ealy  they  never  enjoy  ; 

Why  I  was  the  fame,  at  what’s  homely  l  d  fcoll. 

But  how  fine  if  it  corned  a  good  many  niiies  oft : 

So  big  with  this  fancy,  though  but  a  poor  clown, 

1  hied  me  away  for  to  fee  the  great  town. 

Where  they  pufli’d  me,  and  throng’d  me  ad  as  one  as  a  fair, 
Then  they, d  titter,  and  bugger,  and  laugh,  then  1  ate. 
Why  bumkin  did’fi  e’er  lee  iuch  fin  ry  as  this, 

In  your  place,  cried  a  monkey  in  trowfers,  why  yes  .  § 

You’d  your  joke  mafic r  coxcomb,  and  now  l  11  have  mine, 
I’ve  feen  peacocks  and  gold  finches  ten  times  a?  line  . 

So  I  left  matter  whiffle,  and  whiffled  along, 

Then  humra’d  to  my  fell  the  fag  end  of  a  long;  ? 

The  good  that  we  wiih  lor  mayn’t  match  what  wc  ve  got, 
Their  minds  are  their  kingdom,  wlio‘re  plealed  with  tlicir  tot, 
And  to  whatever  place  difeontented  folks  roam. 

At  lafi  they’ll  be  forced  to  fay  this  of  their  home, 

Our  friends  are  as  true,  and  our  wives  arc  as  comely, 

And  damn  it  home’s  home,  be  it  ever  fo  homely. 

So  fince  for  firange  fights,  1  to  town  took  my  range. 

Faith  I  zeed  fights  in  plenty,  and  all  of  them  firange, 

1  zeed  folks  roil  in  riches,  who  pleafure  ne’er  knew, 

I  zeed  honefi  poverty  rich  as  a  Jew; 

Time  and  oft  drefied  lamb  fafhon  I  zeed  an  old  ewe, 

1  zeed  madam’s  monkey  as  fmart  as  her  beau, 

1  zeed  beauty,  and  virtue,  that  never  knew  ihame, 

And  1  zeed  vice  carefied  under  mociefiy’*  name, 

I  zeed  a  fine  head  drefs,  worth  more  than  the  head. 

\  zeed  folks  with  their  brains  out  before  they  were  dead. 
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I  wed  rogues  of  their  knavery  making  their  brags. 

And  I  zeed  fools  111  coaches,  and  merit  in  ra^s  •  ° 

And  ttill  through  the  crowd  as  I  whittled  aW 
I  hummed  to  myfelf  the  fag  end  of  a  fong, 

The  good  that  we  wifli  for  mayn’t  match  what  we’ve  got 

\  hZ  mmtdS  3re  theJr  k,ngdom>  pleafed  with  their  lot : 

And  to  whatever  place  difeontented  folks  ream 

At  latt  they’ll  be  forced  to  fay  this  of  their  home 

Our  friends  are  as  true,  and  our  wives  are  as  comedy 

And  damn  it,  home’s  home,  be  it  ever  fo  homely.  3 

But  what  zickened  me  mod  was,  one  day  in  the  Park 
As  the  guns  were  all  firing,  a  queer  looking  fpark  ’ 

Cried,  what  nonfenfe  and  fluff  with  their  infs  and  parade  : 
Stuff  and  nonfenfe,  fa«d  I*  Oh  !  what  that  that  you  laid  ? 
Why  they  fire  for  a  victory,,  and  you  have  your  choice 
To  go  home  or  with  all  honed:  fubjeetts  rejoice; 

Mighty  well,  cried  my  fpark,  but  a  word  in  your  ear. 

The  affairs  of  the  nation  are  curfedly  queer  ; 

Nay  ’tis  true,  we’re  done  up,  ’twill  be  feen  by  and  by, 

How  much  did  they  give  you  to  catch  me,  faid  I, 

The  country’s  a  good  one,,  all  good  men  perceive  it, 

And  they  that  don’t  like  it,  why  damn’t  let  ’em  leave 
So  1  left  my  queer,  fpark  and  went  whittling  along, 

Then  I  hummed  to  myfelf,  the  fag  end-of  along,  ° 

Tim  good  that  we  wifli  for  mayn’t  match  what  we’ve  got, 
Their  minds  are  their  kingdom,  who’re  pleafed  with  their  lot : 
And  to  whatever  place  difeontented  folks  roam, 

At  latt  they’ll  be  forced  to  fay  this  of  their  home, 

Our  friends  are  as  true,  and  our  wives  are  as  comely, 

And  damn  it,  home’s  home,  be  it  ever  fo  homely. 
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NOW  you  ttiall  fee  what  you  fliall  fee, 

Lady,  gem  me  11  come, 

One  very  great  curiofity, 

What  makes  to  fpeak  de  dumb ; 

Vat  green,  and  red,  and  brown,  and  blue. 

And  black,  and  white  can  paint, 

Vat  make  Jew  Chrittian,  Chrittian  Jew, 

Make  good  come  out  of  evil, 

Vat  make  a  devil  of  a  faint,  and  of  a  faint  a  devil. 
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“  Peep  troo  (Lit  little  hole,  Sir— Vat  you  fee  there  ?  Eh/* 
— ‘  What  do  you  fay,  matter  Shewman,  it  will  make  black 
white? — The  devil’s  in  it  if  it  won’t! — Why  it  is  a  large 
purfe  of  money  !’ 

Now  you  lliall  fee,  vat  you  fee,  fine  ting  before  you  go, 

Come  gentleman  and  lady  fee  my  Rarce  Show* 

Now  you  Hull  fee,  vat  you  Hiail  fee, 

Pieafe  to  look  in  there, 

One  very  great  curiofity, 

Vat  make  the  people  ttare  ; 

One  terrible,  one  (hocking,  ting 
In  horror  dat  abound  ; 

Before  your  face  I  go  to  bring 
One  horrible  production; 

Look  quick  and  you  fhali  be  furroimd 
Vid  death,  and  vid  dettru&ion. 

“  Vele  faar  vat  you  fee  now?  Eh!” — *  Ah  !  matter  Shew- 
man,  you  be  a  wag — Death  and  dcttrudlion  with  the  devil 
too’t  ! — Why  it  be  a  Pothecary’s  fhop.’ 

Now  you  fhali  fee,  &c. 

Now  you  fhall  fee  vat  you  fhall  fee, 

Pieafe  to  put  your  eyes; 

One  very  great  curiofity, 

Vat  give  you  great  furprize; 

More  (hocking  as  the  toder  fight, 

You  never  have  fee  fuch, 

Come  look,  make  hattc,  don’t  you  be  fright* 

You  fliall  fee  one  place  fpacious, 

All  fill  up  vid  great  many  much, 

Strange  animal  voracious. 

“  Why,  matter  Shewman,  this  he  a  cuter  joke  than  the 
tother — I  wifh  I  may  die  if  it  ben’t  the  Lord  Mayor  and 
Aldermen  at  dinner!” 

Now  you  fliall  fee,  &c. 

Now  you  fliall  fee  vat  you  fliall  fee, 

Pieafe  to  look  once  more, 

Vat  give  you  more  delight  and  glee, 

As  all  you  fee  before; 

Great  pleafure  and  great  blifs  vat  give 
To  all  the  Englitch  race, 

Vat  make  them  all  fo  happy  live, 

Vat  b letting  can  impart, 

Yat  make  the  fmile  in  all  the  face, 

The  joy  in  all  the  heart* 
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•  !  niaiter  Shew^ian,  you  did  nether  fay  a  truer  thin? 

,n  y°ur  life— Why,  Lord  love  him,  his  the  Kmg’s  Majefty.” 

Now  you  fhail  fee,  &c. 

BALLAD — in  will  of  the  wisp. 

I  NEVER  frail  furvive  it,  cried  JLumkin  in  dcfpair, 

5he‘s  gone  and  I  fliall  ever  wail  and  cry, 

l  VC  ]^,?y  charmin«  Czelia,-  the  fair dt  of  the  fair  : 

VVill  no  one  comfort  fend  me, 

Why  then  thefe  hands  ihail  end  me, 

Ilung  by  his  garter  on  that  tree  I’ll  die  ; 

Let  none  my  fame  be  mangling, 

While  dangling,  dangling,  dangling, 

On  yon  tree  I  die. 

Young  Kitty  of  the  cottage,  and,  Jenny  of  the  mill, 

And  oonny  Suke,  and  fprightly  Peggy  Sly, 

And  Fan  and  Nan,  and  Poll  and  Doll, '1  know  will  try  their 
jUlij],  j 

Tricked  out  in  all  their  beauty, 

To  lure  me  from  my  duty  : 

But  I  can  tell  them  they  are  deceived— I’ll  die  ! 

Thefe  girls  will  all  be  angling  : 
i  wont  do  ior  dangling,  dangling, 

All  for  love  1*11  die. 

I  own  that  Kitty£s  eye  brows  fomc  trait  of  Caelia's  bear, 

Suke  has  her  nofe,  and  Peg  her  fparkiing  eye  ; 

Both  Fan  and  Nan,  her  dimples,  and  Poll  and  Dob  her  hair  : 
But  thefe  Hull  all  be  flighted. 

For  Cteliahs  charms  united, 

Not  all  her  fex  combined  can  boafl — I‘ll  die  ! 

Then  let  them  all  be  wrangling, 

And  pulling  caps  for  dangling, 

They  fliall  fee  me  die. 

And  yet  on  recollection,  Young  Dadia  formed  to  pleafe, 

Her  dimples  has,. her  hair,  and  fparkiing  eye  ; 

Nay,  Drelia  is  like  Ccclia  as  ever  were  two  peas, 

Has  ail  thofe  charms  that  won  me, 

Would  die  take  pity  on  me  ! 

But  lord  lhc‘d  never  think  of  me — Mil  die  ! 

While  hopes  and  fears  are  jangling, 

Ml  dangling,  dangling,  dangling, 

All  for  Cxlia  die. 
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Twixt  hanging,  and  ‘twixt  marriage,  ftill  doubtful  which  to 

chufe, 

As  Lumkin  paufed,  came  Dxlia  tripping  by. 

Ads  wounds,  cried  he,  woufd‘ft  thou  confent,  Pd  tye  the 
other  noofe, 

She  fmiles,  good  bye  poor  Cxlia, 

I  go  to  marry  Dxlia, 

Not  in  a  halter,  but  in  her  arms  to  die; 

Better  in  wedlock  wrangling, 

Than  dangling,  dangling,  dangling, 

On  a  tree  to  die. 

BALLAD— in  will  of  the  whisf. 


ON  Olympus  blue  fummit  as  loud  vacant  mirth, 

Shook  with  laughter  the  iides  of  the  gods, 

Were  not  neiftar,  cried  Bacchus,  forbid  fons  of  earth, 
’Twere  rare  fport  to  celefbalize  clods  ‘ 

Say,  fli all  they  a  nettar  poflefs  of  their  own, 

That  like  ours  with  delight  lliall  be  rife  ? 

I’ve  hit  it,  let  Punch,  by  my  fiat,  be  known, 

A  liquor  the  Symbol  of  Life. 

Of  the  elements  four,  that  the  univerfe  fway, 

Our  nevftar  eeleflial  we  make, 

So  punch,  that  henceforward  ftiall  moiflen  man’s  clay, 

Of  the  paflions  of  man  fliali  partake  : 

The  fweets  that  from  godlike  benevolence  flows, 

Shall  correct  the  fharp  acid  of  ftrife, 

While  the  fpirit  of  rage  temperance  mean  flial!  compofc, 
So  fhall  punch  he  the  Symbol  of  Life. 

Punch  fhall  be  the  firft  fiddle  in  life’s  motley  hand, 

That,  untuned,  ferapes  harfh  difeords  and  hoaric. 

But  when  ferewed  to  its  pitch  by  a  mafterly  hand, 

Shall  mod  excellent  mufic  difeourfe: 

Punch,  unmade,  will  a  chaos  misfliapen  difclofe, 

Rude  atom  with  atom  at  ftrife, 

But,  which  tempered,  to  beauty  and  fymetry  grows, 

Thus,  is  Punch,  the  true  Symbol  of  Lile. 

When  in  floth,  life’s  warm  water,  mankind  are  immeffed. 
And  fweet  luxury’s  fought  from  afar,. 

Rage,  and  four  heart  burnings,  by  indolence  nurfed, 
Blaze  in  all  the  dread  fury  of  war  : 


e, 
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Btt*  *hf“  temperate  reflection  takes  rule  in  the  mind 
-  rud  war  is  difarmed  of  his  knife  * 

And ‘thus"  P1?,0'  P?°C  th*  balm  mankind, 

Ancl  thus  Punch  is  the  Symbol  of  Life. 

As  plealure  on  pleafure  in  wedlock  you  meet* 
it,  thoughtlefs,  you  forfeit  and  feed, 
a  ten,  lour  difcontent  fhall  corrode  every  fweet 
And  luke  warm  indifference  fucceed  :  * 

B0t  when  wedlock’s  ingredients,  in  mean  true  and  even, 
Are  blended  in  hufband  and  wife; 

Such  a  pair,  fo  well  mated,  on  earth  find  a  heaven, 

And  thus  Punch  is  the  Symbol  of  Life, 

Thus  in  all  their  concerns,  fhall  this  liquor  divine, 

^  Some  moral  mftru&ion  impart, 

Lhac  the  medium  of  truth  may  corredt  and  refine, 
bach  crude  feeling  that  fprings  from  the  heart  : 

Ee  your  lives  then  nor  maukifli,  ftrong,  four  nor  yet  fweet 
But  a  mixture  of  all,  to  flum  ftrife;  '  5 

So  men’s  joys  fliall  be  next  to  celeffiabs  complete. 

So  fhall  Punch  be  the  Symbol  of  Life. 

HV  ••  **SV~  <$*£>  <^>> 

BALLAD — in  will  of  the  wrisp. 


*TWAS  a  hundred  years  ago, 

Or  there-about,  I  believe, 

Liv'd  a  wife  you  muff  know, 

As  I  quickly  fhall  lhew, 

A  true  bred  daughter  of  Eve  : 

For  this  wife,  though  fpoufc,  was  civil* 
For  fo  the  llory  ran, 

Was  tempted  to  evil, 

But  not  by  the  devil, 

But  a  devilifli  handfome  young  man. 

This  young  man  was  an  officer  gay*. 
With  a  mienfo  militaire, 

An  enfign  on  half-pay, 

Though  no  colonel,  fome  fay, 

Had  fo  fierce,  and  fo  noble  an  air  : 

Now  the  hufband  had  but  one  eye, 

And  for  this  his  crafty  bride, 
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Chofe  him  out  by  the  bye, 

Half  her  faults  to  cfpy, 

And  to  catch  him  upon  the  blind  fide. 

The  hufband  was  gone  from  home, 

She  tricked  out  fmart  and  neat, 

Now  the  officer's  come, 

Cupid  braces  his  drum, 

And  a  parley  is  prefently  beat : 

When  Betty,  who  clofely  watched. 

Cried  out,  as  fhe  come  unawares, 

‘  If  a  lie  can’t  be  hatched, 

4  We  are  all  of  u*  catched, 

1  For  my  matter’*  a  coming  up  flairs** 

Cried  the  wife,  c  I  have  hit  on  it  furc* 

*  Come,  come,  ’tis  no  time  to  flinch ! 

‘  We're  from  danger  fecure, 

c  Get  behind  the  door, 

*  Wit  never  left  wife  at  a  pinch  r 
Then  the  hufband  came  in  fight : 

Cried  fhe  in  a  counterfeit  feream, 

‘  What  joy  and  delight, 

*  Does  your  prefence  excite, 

‘  Dear  Hufband  I  dreamt  a  dream. 

£  A  dream  fo  extraordinary  and  rare, 

*  Pray  heaven  it  prove  not  a  lie, 

4  I  dreamt  in  that  chair, 

*  ’Tis  as  true  as  you’re  there, 

‘  That  fate  had  reftored  your  blind  eye: 
Cried  he,  “  What  a  rout,  and  a  pother 

*  Nay,  nay,  at  my  hopes  do  not  feoff ; 

*  The  blind  eye’s  like  its  brother, 
e  Let  me  cover  tother,* 

This  doing,  the  lover  ttcUe  off. 

Her  Mars  fafe  retreated,  fhe  cried, 

4  Well  love  is  the  tight  wholly  loft  V 
cc  Yes  wife  your  dream  lied, 
c‘  Though  ’till  doomfday  you  tried, 

“  I  fliould  yet  fee  no  more  than  a  poft  :** 
Then  the  devil  take  dreams  I  fay, 

For  I’m  more  difappointed  than  you, 

Quoth  the  hufband,  nay,  nay. 

When  next  I’m  away, 

Let  us  hope  all  your  dreams  may  come  true. 
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^  ^  ^  ..<>.. 

IN  WILL  OF  THE  WISP 


BALLAD 


TV  HILE  mufic  lends  its  heavenly  art 
And  banners  are  unfurled. 

Had,  had,  the  firfl:  commercial  mart. 
Throughout  the  peopled  world  : 
oee  its  chief  magiftrates  to  grace 
London  in  pomp  and  fhow, 

The  fource  of  its  great  riches  trace. 

To  all  the  winds  that  blow  ; 

The  companies  to  filver  Thames 
Move  on  in  flow  parade, 

Each  bearing  as  its  banner  names, 
r  A  pageant  of  its  trade  .♦ 

"I  hen  while  fweet  mufic  lends  its  art, 

And  banners  are  unfurled, 

Had,  hail  the  firfl:  commercial  mart, 
Throughout  the  peopled  world. 

Tirft,  minflrelfy  and  loud  acclaim, 
i  hat  fweet  muficians  bring, 

Muficians  of  fair  London’s  fame, 

Still  emulous  to  ling  i 

And,  hark!  the  armourers  cleave  the  wind, 
By  one  in  armour  led, 

While  memory  tells  the  patriot  mind, 

At  Agincourt  who  bled  : 

1  hen,  while  fweet  mufic  lends  its  art, 

And  banners  are  unfurled, 

Hail,  hail  the  firfl  commercial  mart, 
Throughout  the  peopled  world. 

Nor  let  the  fhipwrights  by  us  flip, 

In  high  commercial  fame 
Firfl  in  the  rank,  for  from  a  fhip 
Fair  London  took  its  name  : 

Now  while  the  croud  each  trade  furrounds, 
That  joy  and  ufe  fupplies, 

Hark !  where  the  maffy  anvil  founds, 

See  !  where  the  fliuttle  flies  : 

Then,  while  fweet  mufic  lends  its  art, 

And  banners  are  unfurled, 

Hail,  hail  the  firfl  commercial  mart, 
Throughout  the  peopled  world. 
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Thefe  fit  with  att  the  even  joint, 

Thofe  drefs  the  fupple  fkin, 

Others  th’  indudrious  needle  point , 

Or  decorative  pin  *. 

Some  fing  of  Blaze  and  drefs  the  wool, 

Some  fhape  the  wheels  of  time, 

The  ever  lengthening  wire  fome  puli, 

Some  teach  the  bells  to  chime : 

Then,  while  fweet  mufic  lends  its  art, 

And  banners  are  unfurled, 

Hail,  hail  the  fir.d  commercial  mart, 
Throughout  the  peopled  world. 

Thofe,  friendship’s  emblem,  bring  the  fquare, 
Thefe  bear  the  gordian  ring, 

And  now,  while  trumpets  rend  the  air, 

And  fweet  muficians  fing, 

Hafte  to  the  feaft^vhere  while  the  band, 

The  focial  hour  prolong, 

The  loyal  toad  from  plenty’s  hand, 

Relieves  the  loyal  long: 

Then,  while  fweet  mufic  lends  its  art, 

And  banners  are  unfurled, 

Hail,  hail  the  firft  commercial  mart, 
Throughout  the  peopled  world. 

Lad  at  the  ball-room  fee  the  fair, 

Each  fair  a  British  toad, 

Lovely  in  charms,  in  virtue  rare, 

Bled  England’s  pride  and  boad  ; 

But  did  I  to  my  theme  give  wav, 

By  fancy  led  along, 

Soon  were  the  poet's  teeming  lay, 

A  hidory,  not  a  fong  : 

Yet  while  fweet  mufic  lends  its  arty 
And  banners  are  unfurled, 

Mail,  hail  the  fir ff  commercial  mart, 
Throughout  the  peopled  world. 

BALLAD— in  will  of  the  wisp. 


IF  lubberly  landfmcn  to  gratitude  Grangers, 

Still  curfe  their  unfortunate  bars, 

Why  Avhat  would  they  fay,  did  they  try  but  the  dan 
Encountered  by  true  hearted  tars ; 
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If  life’s  veflel  they  put  ’fore  the  wind,  or  they  tack  her. 

Or  whether  bound  here,  or  there, 

em/ea  room  good  fellowlliip,  grog  and  tobaiker, 
vveii  then  damme  if  Jack  cares  where* 

inen  your.ftupid  Old  Quid  Nunes  to  hear  them  all  clatter, 
I  he  devil  can’t  tell  you  what  for, 

1  hough  they  don’t  know  a  gun  from  a  marlinfpike,  chatter 
About  and  concerning  of  war  : 

While  for  King,  wife,  and  friend,  he’s  through  every  thing 
rubbing,  • 

With  duty  hill  proud  to  comply, 

So  he  gives  but  the  foes  of  Old  England  a  drubbing, 

Why  then,  damme,  if  Jack  cares  why. 

And  tnen  when  good  fortune  has  crowned  his  endeavours. 
And  he  comes  home  with  fhiners  galore, 

Well  what  if  fo  be  he  fhould  lavifh  his  favours, 

On  every  poor  objedt  long-fhore  : 

?>ince  money’s  the  needle  that  points  to  good  nature, 

Friend,  enemy,  falfe  or  true,  ° 

So  it  goes  to  relieve  a  di  ft  refled  fellow  creature, 

Well  then,  damme,  if  Jack  cares  who. 

Don’t  you  fee  how  fome  difF’rent  thing  cv’ry  one’s  twigging, 
To  take  the  command  of  a  rib, 

Some  are  all  for  the  bread- work,  and  fome  for  the  riggingi 
And  fome  for  the  cut  of  her  jib, 

Though  poor,  fome  will  take  her  in  tow  to  defend  her. 

And  again,  fome  are  all  for  the  rich; 

As  to  i,  lo  ihe‘s  young,  her  heart  honed  and  tender, 

Why  then,  damme,  ii  Jack  cares  which. 

Why  now  if  they  go  for  to  talk  about  living, 

My  eyes — why  a  little  will  ftrve. 

Let  eacli  a  fma  1  part  of  his  pittance  be  giving, 

And  who  in  this  nation  can  flarve  ? 

Content’s  all  the  thing — rough  or  calm  be  the  weather# 

The  wind  on  the  beam  or  the  bow, 

So,  honediy,  he  can  fplice  both  ends  together. 

Why  then,  damme  if  Jack  cares  how. 

And  then  for  a  bring  up — d’ye  fee,  about  dying 
On  which  fuch  a  racket  they  keep, 

What  argufies  if  in  a  church  yard  you’r  lying, 

Or  find  out  your  grave  in  the  deep : 

Of  one  thing  we’re  certain,  whatever  our  calling, 

Death  will'  bring  us  all  up — and  what  then  ( 
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So  his  confcience’s  tackle  will  hear  overhauling) 
Why  then,  damme,  if  Jack  carts  when. 

BALLAD— IN  will  OF  the  wisp. 


IS’T  mv  country  you'd  know  ?  Pm  an  Irifhman  born, 
And'thev  chriftened  me  Paddy  O’Blarney, 

In  haymaking  time  I  dept  over  one  morn, 

All  the  way  from  the  Lakes  of  Kilarney  : 

Turn’d  my'hand  to  juft  whatever  came  in  my  way, 

To  be  fure  while  the  fun  fhin‘d  I  did  not  make  hay. 

Well  then  you  know  the  wives  and  daughters  of  the 
farmers  won*t — well  they  wonft 
Have  plenty  of  caufe  to  remember  the  day,- 
When  firft  they  faw  Paddy  O’Blarney, 

Then  what  does  1  do  the  next  calling  I  feeks, 

Ah !  the  world  for  the  Lakes  of  Kilarney, 

)  cries  mackeral  alive  that  were  caught  for  three  week*, 

Ah  !  let  alone  Paddy  O’Blarney, 

Then  frefh  gathered  Qra wherries,  fo  found  and  fo  fweet, 
With  juft  half  a  dozen  a  top  rit  to  eat— 

<  Ah  !  madam,  you  need  not  examine  them  blefs  your  two 
good  looking  eyes,  thev  are  full  to  the  bottom,  paper  and  all.* 
“  Well,  I’ll  truth  to  you — I  dare  fay  you  won’t  cheat  me,” 

So  i  coaxes  her  up,  and  herfelf  makes  her  cheat, 

Ah  !  fait  let  alone  Paddy  O’Blarney. 

Next  I  turned  to  a  chairman,  and  got  a  good  job, 

Ah  !  the  world  for  the  Lakes  of  Kilarney, 

I  harangued  at  a  famous  election  the  mob, 

Ah  !  let  alone  Paddy  O’Blarney. 

Then  to  fee  how  his  honour  and  I  did  cajole, 

He  knock’d  down  his  flats  with  words,  and  I  mine  with  my 
pole — 

Then  you  know  when  they  came  to  chair  him,  I  was  no 
longer,  you  fee,  an  odd  man,  there  was  a  pair  of  chairmen. 
And  fure  fuch  a  pair  was  ne'er  feen,  by  my  foul, 

As  his  honour  and  Paddy  O’Blarney. 

But  this  notion  of  greatnefs  was  none  of  the  worft, 

Oh  !  the  world  for  the  Lakes  of  Kilarney, 

Having  {‘flayed  fee  or.*!  Addle,  l  thought  Pd  play  fuft, 

Can’t  ye  let  alone  Paddy  O’ Blarney  t 

Z  a 
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So,  fv/carino,  to  plunder,  and  never  to  fqueak 
1  mv  qualification  took  out  and  turned  greek— 

Ph  PC  frC  iVC  d’d  DOt  make  a  pretty  dovehoufe  of  our 

plucked  thern  conTfdeteljT too— ^  ^ 

in  - 

man  in  ad  circles  fo  gay  and  polite. 

Ah  !  the  world  for  the  Lakes  of  Kilarnev 
I  found  one  who  larnt  grown  up  jolman  to  write 
ju(i  to  fundi  gay  Paddy  O’Biarney  : 

I  firft  larnt  my  name,  ‘till  fo  fond  of  it  grown 
1  d  donft  fay  Ild  better  have  let  it  alone _ 

But  by  my  foul  and  conftience  it  had  like  to  have  fmifhed 
sne  in i  good  earned,  for  you  fee,  I  juft  wrote— 

Another  jolmaifs  ftgnature  ‘fkad  of  my  own, 

U  hat  a  devil  of  a  Paddy  O  Blarney. 

But  fmce  fate  did  not  chufefor  to  noofe  me  that  day, 

Ah  !  the  world  for  the  Lakes  of  Kilarney, 

With  a  Venus  ©f  ninety  I  next  ran  away, 

What  a  fine  dafhing  Paddy  O ’Blarney, 
marriage  turned  out  the  beft  noofe  of  the  two, 

Ihe  old  foul’s  gone  to  heaven  I’m  as  rich  as  a  Jew _ 

any  jolman  has  an  oceafton  for  a  friend,  or  a 
lady  for  a  lover,  or,  in  fhort,  if  any  body  fliould  wifn  to  be 
unencumbered  of  the  uneaimefs  of  a  wife,  or  a  daughter,  or 

a  puife,  or  any,  futh  kind  and  civil  fervice  that  can  be  ptr~ 
formed 

By  a  gentleman  at  large  that  has  nothing  to  do, 
i  tt  me  recommend  Paddy  O’Blarney. 

BALLAD-  IN  WILL  OF  THE  WISP. 


’TWAS  poft  meridian,  half  paft  four, 

By  fignal  I  from  Nancy  parted, 

At  fix  lire  lingered  on  the  fhore, 

With  uplift  hands  and  broken  hearted, 
At  fev’n,  while  taughtening  the  foreftay, 
I  faw  her  faint,  or  tdfe  ’twas  fancy. 

At  eight  we  all  gc  t  under  weigh, 

And  bid  a  Ion-’  adieu  to  Nancv* 

o  * 
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Night  came,  and  now  eight  bells  had  rung, 
While  care’efs  failors,  ever  cheary, 

On  the  mid  watch  fo  jovial  lung, 

With  tempers  labour  cannot  weary  : 

I,  little  to  their  mirth  inclined, 

While  tender  thoughts  ruflied  on  my  Fancy,. 
And  my  warm  fighs  incrcafed  the  wind. 

Looked  on  the  moon,  and  thought  of  Nancy. 

And  now  arrived  that  jovial  night, 

When  every  true  bred  tar  caroufes,  ' 
When,  o'er  the  grog, all  hands  delight 

To  toad  their  fweethearts  and  their  fpoufes 
Round  went  the  can,  the  jeft,  the  glee, 

While  tender  withes  filled  each  fancy, 

And  when,  in  turn,  it  came  to  me, 

I  heaved  a  figh,  and  toaded  Nancy* 

Next  morn  a  dorm  came  on  at  four, 

At  fix,  the  elements  in  motion, 

Plunged  me  and  three  poor  failors  more,. 

Headlong  within  the  foaming  ocean  : 

Poor  wretches  !  they  foon  found  their  graves, 
For  me,  it  may  be  only  fancy, 

But  love  feemed  to  forbid  the  waves, 

To  fnateh  me  from  the  arms  of  Nancy. 

Scarce  the  foul  hurricane  was  cleared, 

Scarce  winds  and  waves  had  ceafed  to  rattle 
When  a  bold  enemy  appeared. 

And,  dauntled,  we  prepared  for  battle  : 
And  now,  while  fome  loved  friend,  or  wife, 
Like  lightning,  rufhed  on  every  fancy  ; 

To  providence  I  trudtd  life, 

Put  up  a  f  rayer,  and  thought  of  Nancy. 

At  lad,  ’twas  in  the  month  of  May, 

The  crew,  it  being  lovely  weather, 

At  three  A.  M  difeovered  day, 

And  England’s  chalky  clid's  together  : 

At  feven  up  channel  how  we  bore. 

While  hopes  and  fears  rudied  on  my  fancy, 
At  twelve  1  gayly  jumped  adiore, 

And  to  my  throbbing  heart  p reded  Nancy 
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BALLAD*— in  will  of  the  wisp. 


LIFE’S  as  like  as  can  be  to  an  Irifh  Wake 
Where  their  tapers  they  light,  * 

And  they  fit  up  all  night*- 

Wid  their  why  would  you  leave  your  poor  Pad dy  to  moan 
Arrah  how  could  you  be  fiich  a  cake  ?  7  ; 

Muflia  what  will  I  do, 

Lilly,  lilly,  lilly ,  la  loo, 

Oh  hone  ! 

Fait  we’re  left  all  together  alone  r 

But  when  the  grief  the  liquor  puts  out,  the  fun  is  all  chang’d 
in  a  crack  ;  ® 

Away  like  fmoke  goes  the  whifkey  about, 

And  they  foot  it,  crofs  over,  and  back  to  back, 

With  their  tiptelery*  whack, 

Poor  mifs,  bolted  fafe  wid  a  good  lock  and  kev 
Like  Thifbe,  may  call  * 

T hrough  the  hole  in  the  wall, 

How  hard’s  my  misfortune,  I’m  left  here  to  moan 
Will  no  one  take  pity  on  me  ? 

Muflia,  what  will  I  do, 

Lilly,  lilly,  lilly  la  ]0o, 

Oh  hone ! 


,  I  fhall  after  be  lying  alone. 

But  when  the  rope  ladder  affords  her  relief, 

And  fhe  turns  on  her  mother  her  back ; 

"Mong  her  friends  and  relations,  die  leaves  all  her  grief 
And  away  to  Scotland  they  trip  in  a  crack, 

With  their  tiptelary  whack. 

The  toper,  next  morning,  low,  Tick,  and  in  Dam, 

The  glafies  all  breaks,  P  * 

Beats  his  head  ’caufe  it  aches, 

And  willies  that  wine  may  to  poifon  be  grown*. 

If  e’er  he  gets  tipfey  again  : 

With  his  what  will  I  do, 

Lilly,  lilly,  lilly,  la  loo. 

Oh  hone ! 

From  this  moment  1*11  drinking  difown  ; 

But  whei',  in  a  poffee,  come  Bacchus’s  troop, 

He  changes  his  tone  in  a  crack; 
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They  drink,  and  they  fing,  and  they  hol'.ow,  and  whoop, 
Till  they  don't  know  the  colour  of  blue  from  black, 

And  its  tiptelary  v/hack. 

And  fo  ’tis  through  life,  widows  left  in  the  nick, 

Dying  f wains  in  diigrace, 

Patriots  turned  out  ot  place, 

Don‘t  they,  curfing  their  Aar*,  make  a  horrible  moan, 
juft  like  when  the  devil  was  nek. 

Wid  their  what  will  1  do, 

Lilly,  liily,  lilly,  la  loo, 

Oh  hone  ! 

I'ait  we’re  left  all  to  grunt  and  to  groan  : 

But  when  the  widow  gets  married  again, 

When  the  lover  is  taken  back,  , 

When  the  patriot  oufted  a  place  lnall  obtain, 

Away  to  the  devil  goes  care  in  a  crack, 

And  ’tis  tiptelary  whack. 

..  <3«5>  <S>  <S>  •* 

BALLAD— in  will  of  the  wisp. 


THE  gloomy  night  flalk’d  flow  away, 

The  twilight  fpoke  the  doubtful  day, 

When  on°a  rock  poor  Peg  reclined, 

Jvlad  as  the  waves,  wild  as  the  wind, 
give  me  my  love,  die  frantic  feream’d, 

1  law  his  ghoft  as  by  it  gleam'd, 

PH  dive,  "i'll  fearch  the  briny  gloom, 

And  fnatch  him  from  his  coral  tomb : 

Ah  !  let  me,  Fate,  his  relics  fare, 

True  lovers  fhould  find  out  one  grave. 

And  now  the  temped  dims  the  fky, 

How  many  ways  poor  failors  die  ! 

See,  fee,  the  daggering  veil'd  fplits, 

She's  loft,  likfc  Peg‘s  poor  Fliipwrecked  wits  : 
Ko,  ’twas  in  battle  that  he  died  ; 

Would  no  power  turn  r lie  ball  afide  ? 

1  law  it  as  it  rent  his  heart, 

I  heard  him  cry — and  mud  ive  part? 

For  Peggy,  ah!  tliefe  relic6  fave. 

True  lovers  iliould  find  out  one  grave. 
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Wheie  on  the  deep  the  cavern  yawned 
Now  a,  the  purple  morning  dawned 
The  furge,  in  breakers  lend  and  hoa'rfe 
i!f r  !ov«  caf!  up  a  lifelefs  corfe :  ’ 

*?e  Ate  fereams,  her  hands  rt, 

Jhe  fltcek  returning  reW7brings  **  WnHS9’ 

Reafon  returns,  alal !  too  late  8 
She.clafpa  her  love  and  yields  to  fate- 
1  etr  mourmng  friends  their  relic  W 
And  thefe  true  lovers  find  one  grave. 

••4V..  ^  , 

BALLAD— IN  WILL  OF  THE  wisp. 

the  world  mi!  judges  by  the  mien, 

AnH^^  >n|h°[CiS  tl>e  >'e,i°w  glaii, 

Sh-  th,at  Ja«ndieed  medium  feen 

Shall  w.idom’sfclf  for  folly  pafs.  ’ 

JS  not  becaufe  you  vapid  i'mart, 

TtT  ,rty‘L  carele%>  from  reafon's  rules 

•T-  reaf,m>  hasno  heart, 

1  js  that  he  s  one  oi  fafhion’s  fools. 

The  t„perj  0<£r  the  bow]>  his  .  ke 

Who  vents  again!!  his  deareif  friends 

And1he"dT°l'l<i  ,fa!n,t!le  bowl  were  broke. 

And  I.e  d  been  dumb  to  make  amends : 

Fir  honour  well  ms  heart  can  touch. 

MJ,  £  "!?■  ‘5“0'V1S  golden  friendthip‘s  rules, 

His  fault  ,s  that  he  drinks  too  much, 

,  And  tnus  he  s  one  of  fafhion’s  fools. 

The  Bouncer  fwears  that  brown  is  blue, 

An;  rU  ds  at  uVl11  dame  nature's  law, 

And  talks  of  joys  he  never  knew, 

,  And  faVc,es  charms  he  never  faw  : 

■i  is  pot  that  he  would  fain  renounce 

air  truth  pnd  all  herfacred  rules, 

J-hit  tis  that  its  genteel  to  bounce, 

And  thus  he’s  one  of  fafhion’s  fools. 

If  merit  pine  away  forgot, 

If  rakes  at  lacred  honour  fneer 

If  wedlock  prove  no  gordian  knot, 

Aiid  lovers  dread  to  be  fevers » 
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rTis  not  that  men  To  much  delight 
To  deviate  from  honours  rules, 

But  that  its  vulgar  to  he  right. 

And  thus  they  are  all  faihion's  fool3. 

Say  what  conclufion’s  to  be  drawn  ? 

Are  we  to  fancy,  or  to  feel, 

To  live  awake,  or  in  a  yawn. 

To  be  confident  or  genteel : 

Soon  the  election  may  be  made — 

Letcs  fquare  our  lives  by  reafon’s  rules, 

So  far  be  fa  (hi oil’s  modes  obeyed, 

But  let  us  not  be  fafliion‘s  fools. 

BALLAD — -in  will  of  the  wisp. 


I’M  a  cook  for  the  public,  can  fuite  every  palate, 

With  fome  favory  bonne  bouche,  from  the  foup  to  the 
fall  ad. 

Are  you  partial  to  fifh  ?  I’ve  for  dunces,  cod’s  joles, 

Carp,  and  crabe,  for  plain  dealers,  for  topers  good  foies  : 

I  thought  I’d  fome  maids,  but  I  made  a  miftake, 

I’ve  a  rich  liquorifh  old  wife  for  any  poor  rake, 

I’ve  a  plaife  for  a  courtier,  for  jokers  I’ve  grigs, 

I’ve  gudgeons  for  quacks,  and  I’ve  flounders  for  feagues, 
Coming,  coming,  you’ll  fee  that  I’ve  told  you  no  fable, 

This  way,  if  you  pleafe  gemmen,  dinner’s  on  the  table. 

I’ve  fome  fine  devilled  lawyers,  fome  finners  difguifed, 

Some  patriots  hewed,  and  fome  generals  furprized  ; 

Then,  if  cayenne  you  love,  and  would  wifh  fomething  nice, 
Lord,  I’ll  roah  you  a  a  nabob,  dear  fir,  in  a  trice, 

Then  for  fops,  who  to  make  themfelves  fools  take  fuch 
pains, 

I’ve  a  fine  thick  calf’s  head,  with  the  tongue  and  the 
brains  ; 

I’ve  mufhrooms  for  upffarts,  for  Welshmen  I’ve  leeks, 

Diitks  and  drakes  for  hock  jobbers,  and  pigeons  for  greeks  : 
Coming,  coming,  you’ll  fee  that  I’ve  told  you  no  fable, 

This  way,  if  you  pleafe  gemmen,  dinner’s  on  the  tabic. 

And  then  the  defert,  I  have  all  forts  of  cakes, 

I’ve  illands  of  moonfhine,  in  fylabub  lakes, 

I’ve  afi gjfor  ill  nature,  I’ve  raifins  in  gluts,  ^ 
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And  then,  for  all  thofe  fond  of  fecrets,  I’ve  nuts 

1  as  tbrough  fafliion’s  maze  pafs  their  lives  in  a  dr- 
May  ficken  on  trifles,  and  ice,  and  whipt  cream  a°** 

ThcnlVcaot  f  °n  flUfnmCry  may  feaft  tUl  theY  bu^, 

1  hen  I  ve  got  for  your  true  fnarlin?  critic  a  cruft  • 

c?m<ng,  you’ll  fee  that  I  hfve  told  you  no  fable 
-  ■  1-  way,  if  you  pleafegemmen,  dinner’s  on  table.  ’ 

BALLAD— in  will  of  the  wisp. 

^}!tVehaGaJd  tlre  man  w]l°  fuch  Vl'rtues  poflcfled 

Tn  th  hC  W,SC  uau-SlafLWmdow  were  P]aced  at  his  bre  aft 
r°  tbe  world  all  his  anions  as  plain  to  difplav  ‘  1 

As  the  nofe  in  your  face,  or  the  fun  at  noon  d'ay. 

ho  I  put  on  my  fpeeftacles,  look  mighty  wife, 

^!d,reaud  in  a  ,trice  Peoples  hearts  through  7heir  eves- 

*  ]  Vr?  ,cataJogue>  Jarge>  of  their  whims  I  run  over  * 

And  of  hie  s  motly  crew  the  deceptions  difeover  3 

i  hough  my  queftions  are  malapropos  and  uncouth 
,  in  light  of  their  teeth,  make  their  tongues  to  tel/truth 
When  a  flirting  coquette  for  frefli  conquefts  ao0cr 
One  who  loves  and  adores  her  treats  worfe  than  a  do? 

Gives  him  rivals  fhe  hates,  appears  vex'd  when  fhe‘5  aLd 
For  the  dear  harmlcfs  pleafure  of  making  him  mad  •  *  9 

I  put  on  my  fpecftacles,  look  mighty  wife, 

Read  her  whimfical  heart  through  her  beautiful  eyes 
As  you  hope  to  be  married,  macam,  quick  anfwer  me. 

Do  you  hate  this  man  !  Lord  what  a  creature,  cries  flie 
Muft  I  then  be  fincere !  Well,  I  love  the  fweet  youth  * 

As  dear  as  my  life,  hr,  and  now  you’ve  the  truth. 

To  follow  up  next  the  coquette  with  the  prude, 

Who  pretends  every  man  that  regards  her  is  rude, 

Who  can’t  abide  flirts,  rails  at  each  amorous  elf, 

Who  dirts  never,  excepts  in  a  corner,  herfelf: 

I  put  on  my  fpe&acles,  look  mighty  wife, 

Read  her  warm  yielding  heart  through  her  cold  frigid  eves  • 

‘  Are  you  this  man  hater,  good  ma’am,  you  pretend  3  * 

“  And  pray  who*  gave  you  leave  to  fchool  me  my  ?ood 
friend  ?”  J  6 

“  D’ye  expea  I  fliall  own  that  I’ve  yet  a  colt’s  tooth : 

“  Well  I  do  love  young  fellows,  and  that  is  the  truth.” 
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I  could  inftance  a  thoufand  things,  various  and  true, 
Where  one  thing  men  fay,  and  another  thing  do, 

Nay,  I  now  could  difpel  all  my  own  anxious  fear. 

But  there’s  no  occafion  for  fpebtaclcs  here  : 

Nay,  were  I  to  wear  them,  to  look  ere  lo  wife, 

I  cculd  then,  but  as  now,  read  your  hearts  in  your  eyes ; 
Mifler  Dibdin,  fays  you,  we’re  here  on  your  behalf, 

And,  while  your  wit’s  harmltfs,  and  you  make  us  laugh. 
You  may  banifli  each  fear  from  your  mind,  for,  in  footh 
We  ihali  willing  applaud  you,  and  that  is  the  tiuth. 
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NO  more  of  waves  and  winds  the  fport, 

Our  vciTel  is  arrived  in  port  ; 

At  anchor  fee  die  fafcly  rides, 

And  gay  red  ropes  adorn  her  lides  : 

The  fails  are  furled,  the  fheets  belayed, 

The  crimfon  peticoats  difplayed, 

Deferred  are  the  ufelefs  fiirmids; 

And  wenches  come  a  board  in  crouds. 

Then  come,  my  lads,  the  flip  put  round, 

While  faiely  moored  on  Englilh  ground, 

With  a  jorum  of  diddle, 

A  lafs,  and  a  fiddle, 

Ne‘er  fliall  care  in  the  heart  of  a  tar  be  found  : 
And,  while  upon  the  hullow  deck, 

To  the  fprightly  jig  our  feet  fliall  bound, 
Take  each  his  charmer  round  the  neck, 

And  kifs  in  time  to  the  merry  found. 

Befs  hears  the  death  of  honed  Jack, 

Who  fwore  he’d  fafe,  and  found,  come  back, 
She -cal  Is  him  feurvy,  lying  fwab, 

And  then  flie  kindly  takes  to  Bob  : 

Ben  alks  the  news  of  Bonny  Mate, 

Who  laid  flickl  prove  a  conflant  mate. 

But  winds,  and  girls,  are  falfe,  for  lhc 
Took  Ned  the  morn  Ben  went  to  fea. 

Well  come,  fays  Ben,  the  flip  put  round, 
While  fafely  moored  on  Englilh  ground, 

With  a  jorum  of  didd'e, 

A  lafs,  and  a  fiddle 

A  a 
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Ne’er  all  care  in  the  heart  of  a  tar  be  found  * 
•And,  while  upon  the  hollow  deck, 

T°  the  fprightly  Jig  our  feet  fliall  hound, 
lake  each  his  charmer  round  the  neck, 

And  kiis  in  time  to  the  merry  found. 

By  will  and  power,  when  lad  afliore. 

His  rhino  Tom  to  Poll  made  o’er; 

Poll  touched  the  prize  money,  and  pay. 

And  with  the  agent  ran  away  : 

And  Jenny  juft  as  cute  a  trick, 

His  back  once  turned,  played  whittling  Dick. 
Dick  left  her  eloathes  to  cut  a  flafii, 

She  fold  ’em  all  and  fpent  the  cafh. 

But  come,  fays  Dick,  the  flip  put  round, 

While  falely  moored  on  Engliih  ground, 

With  a  jorum  of  diddle, 

A  lafs,  and  a  Addle, 

Ne’er  fliall  care  in  the  heart  of  a  tar  be  found; 
And,  while  upon  the  hollow  deck, 

To  the  fprightly  jig  our  feet  fliall  bound, 
Take  each  his  charmer  round  the  neck, 

And  kifs  in  time  to  the  merry  found. 

While  feet  and  tongues,  like  lightning  go, 

With — what  cheer  Suke — and  how  do^Joe, 

Dick  Laniard  chufes  Peg  fo  fpruce, 

And  buxom  Nell  take  Kit  Caboofe. 

Thus,  ’mongtt  the  girls  they  left  behind, 

A  lot  of  true  and  falfe  they  find, 

While  they  bewail  thofe  {hot,  or  drowned. 

And  welcome  home  the  fafe  and  found, 

Still  thankful  while  the  flip  goes  round, 

They ‘re  fafely  moored  on  Englifh  ground, 

With  a  jorum  of  diddle, 

A  lafs  and  a  fiddle, 

Ne’er  fliall  care  in  the  heart  sof  a  tar  be  found  ; 
And,  while  upon  the  hollow  deck, 

To  the  fprightly  jig  cur  feet  fliall  bound, 

Take  each  his  charmer  round  the  neck, 

And  kifs  in  time  to  the  merry  found. 
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BALLAD— IN  WILL  OF  THE  WISP. 


\  AM  one  ofthofe  pretty,  tonifli  fmarts,  my  good  old  maiij 
Who  uader  love’s  fweet  contribution  lay  ail  the  fair  O, 

1  make  them  die,  and  figh,  1 
And  confent,  and  repent, 

With  a  ran,  dan,  dan — 

Why  I  have  a  hundred  times  had  the  felicity,  fo  fweet, 

Of  feeing  fome  yielding  eafy  daughter,  or  wife. 

Begging,  and  imploring  at  my  feet — 

“  Hey,  Hr  !  how  often  did  you  lay  you  had  this  felicity  ?” 

‘  Never  in  the  whole  courfe  of  my  life, 

With  a  ran,  dan,  dare  O.’ 

Then,  fine®  amours  are  nothing  without  confidents,  my  good 
old  man, 

How  oft  when  burfting  with  good  fortune  and  fuccefs,  fo 
rare  O, 

Have  I,  to  my  friends,  told  ftories  of  yielding  nieces,  and 

aunts, 

With  a  ran.  dan,  dan, 

Drefied  out  in  all  their  faciuating  charms, 

With  all  their  fimperings,  and  whimperings, 

Their  fond  love  to  difguife. 

While  they  were  longing  to  fly  to  my  arms — 
tC  And  pray  was  all  this  truth  that  you  told  your  friends  ?'* 

‘  Oil,  no,  a  parcel  of  infernal  lies  ! 

With  a  ran,  dan,  dare  O.’ 

Why  would  you  believe  that  with  the  lovely  Myrtilla  it 
chanced  to  hap,  my  good  old  man, 

Who  feemed  as  if  all  the  powers  of  virtue  made  her  their 
care  O, 

That  I  fhould  contrive,  while  thofe  pretty,  watchful  guardi¬ 
ans  were  taking  a  nap, 

With  a  ran,  dan,  dan — 

To  kneel,  pant,  entreat,  implore,  heave  figh,  ft  art  tear, 

And  addrefs,  with  all  the  force  of  eloquence  and  grace, 

Till  ftruggling  in  my  arms  at  laft  fhe — Oil  dear  ! 

“  Weil,  what  did  ihe  do  ? 

*  Why  gave  me  a  flap  in  the  face, 

With  a  ran,  dan,  dare  O*’ 
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£h  °f|u",  ‘Cfi  ’  /  W,f  fl?'y  rdukd’  ™Y  good  «W  man, 

ns  a  nuiinels  that  will  make  you  flare  6  I 
Everyone  of  the  family-round  I  fairly  abufccL 
VVilh  a  ran,  dan,  dan — 

am*  .lung  the  pigs,  pulled  the  lpiggot  out  of  the  ale 

01*  the 'tea'/  hp  d°8’  killtd  tbe  canary  birds>  put  jalap  in 

‘ ,lrew  ( A  rat  t”!.1  of  tlle  window,  cut  off  the  monkey’s  tail— 
Go  on,  fir,  go  on.”  J 

ked  ‘.If.  Riband— Oh  no,  damme, lie  kicked  me ! 

With  a  ran,  dan,  dare  O.’ 

BALLAD - IN  WILL  OF  THE  wisp. 


1’  v  E  heard,  cried  out  one,  that  you  tars  tack  and  tack 
i  ind,  at  fea,  what  ft  range  hardfliips  befel  you 

Lllt  I  know  vvhat>s  moorings— what  don’t  you  fa/d 


Man  your  ear  Tackle  then  and  I’ll  tell  you  : 

Suppofe  you’d  a  daughter  quite  beautiful  grown, 

Anc-’  10  of  her  prayers  and  imploring  1 

-ome  fcoundrel  aim  fed  her,  and  you  knocked  him  down, 
n  hy,  c  ye  fee,  he’d  be  fafe  at  his  moorings. 

In  life’s  voyage  fliauld  you  trufta  falfe  friend  with  the  helm. 

I  he  top  lilts  of  his  heart  all  akimbo, 

A  temped  of  treachery  your  bark  will  o’er  whelm. 

And  your  moorings  will  foon  be  in  limbo  : 

But  if  his  heart’s  timbers  bear  up  againft  pelf, 

And  heS  juft  in  his  reckonings  and  fcorings  ; 

He  II  for  you  keep  a  look  out  the  fame  as  himfelf, 

And  you'i!  find  in  his  friendfliip  fafe  moorings. 

U  wedlock’s  your  port,  and  your  mate  true  and  kind, 

In  all  weathers  will  flick  to  her  duty, 

A  calm  of  contentment  fliall  beam  in  your  mind, 

Safe  moored  in  the  haven  of  beauty  : 

Btit  ii  fome  frifky  fkiff,  crank  at  every  joint, 

That  liltens  to  vows  and  adorings, 

Shape  your  courfe  how  you  will,  hill  you’ll  make  Cuckold’s 
Point, 

To  lay  up  like  a  beacon  at  moorings. 

A  gluttons  fafe  moored,  head  and  fiern,  by  the  gout, 

A  drunkard’s  moored  under  the  table, 
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In  draws  drowning  men  will  Hope’s  anchor  find  out, 
While  a  hair’s  a  philofopers  cable  : 

Thus  mankind  are  a  Hi  ip,  life  a  boifterous  main, 

Of  Fate’s  billows  where  all  hear  the  roarings, 

Where  for  one  calm  of  pleafure,  we’ve  ten  (forms  of  pain, 
Till  death  brings  us  all  to  our  moorings. 


BALLAD — in  will  of  the  wisp. 


LOOK  all  over  the  world,  round  and  fquare,  and  through¬ 
out, 

We  a  1  know  that  bed  we  know  nothing  about, 

I'Jon’t  ignorant  gipfies  pretend  to  teach  Fate, 

And  pray  who  now  like  coblcrs  can  tinker  the  date  : 

Blind  as  mill-pods  ourfelves  we  can  all  guide  a  friend, 

Becaufe  why ’t is  more  eafy  to  find  fault  than  mend  ; 

In  lhort  no  fweet  creatures  leadfuch  happy  lives, 

Or  are  half  fo  well  managed  as  bachelor’s  wives. 

If  I’d  this  man’s  fortune,  or  totlier  man's  wit, 

Unnoticed  d'ye  think  I'd  fo  quietly  fit  ? 

No,  nay  cafh  fhould  do  good,  and  my  writings  mould  be, 

Ah  !  fait  Shakefpear  himfelf  fhould  be  nothing  to  me  : 

Thus  we  all  to  mend  merit  of  others  are  prone, 

And  how  nobly  we  fpend  that  that's  none  of  our  own  ; 

Who  the  reins  has  not  got,  always  furioufiy  drives, 

And,  thus,  none  are  managed  like  bacehlor's  v*rivcs. 

That  battle  that  made  fuch  a  devil  of  a  rout, 

“Why  donct  you  and  I  know  they  were  all  of  them  out  ? 

Had  this  general  advanced,  and  that  troop  come  in  play, 

’  {"would  have  been,  by  my  confcience,  a  glorious  day  ! 

Thus  at  home,  we  befk  know  how  abroad  matters  |)als, 

Ah  i  give  me  a  brave  bottle  fought  over  the  glafs  1 
Threatened  people  live  long,  and  the  envied  man  thrives. 

Juft  as  none  are  fo  managed  as  bachelors  wives. 

What  we  have  we  don't  want,  becaufe  why  dat  we've  pot  * 

Your  true  ftyle  of  enjoyment's  to  have  what  you've  not,  J 
What  eats  lo  delicious  as  fifh  not  vet  catched, 

O  r  as  fruit  in  the  hloffom,  or  chicken  not  hatched  ? 

‘Tent  the  dinner  to-day,  ‘ tis  the  pleafure  I  borrow, 

While  I  think  on  the  dinner  I’m  eating  to-morrow, 

What's  the  prefent  my  foul  till  the  future  arrives  ? 

Arrah  give  me  for  management  bachelors  wives, 

A  a  it 

m 
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II 
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To  do  what  we're  ablecs  a  thing  fo  abfurd, 

Arrah  who‘d  walk  on  foot  that  could  fly  like  a  bird  ? 
3Jon‘t  we  fee  every  moment  that  lordly  ting  man 
Do  each  nonlenfe  in  nature  except  what  he  can 
In  iliorf,  our  defires  look  from  Ireland  to  Rome, 

Ai  e  the  harvefl  that  s  growing,  the  cloth  in  the  loom, 
I  he  honey  we’ve  taken  before  we’ve  bought  hives, 
And  who  11  after  this  rail  at  bachelors  wrives. 

EAtLAD — IN  WILL  OF  THE  WISPs 


THE  poet  fays  that  love’s  like  fire, 

Which  kindly  heat  and  joy  imparts, 

For  every  purpofe,  and  defire, 

That  warms,  and  that  expands  our  hearts: 
Rut,  trull  this  fire,  where  is  the  bound, 

That  Ilia  11  its  devaluation  flay  ? 

Relentlefs  ruin  flalks  around, 

And  horror  marks  its  tracklefs  way  : 

Thus  both  vve  dread,  and  both  admire, 

Thus  poets  fay  that  love’s  like  fire. 

T  he  toper  fays,  that  love’s  like  wine, 

And  that  its  power,  ’hove  human  ken, 

Gan  lift  the  foul,  and  fo  refine 

Our  joys,  that  gods  might  envy  men  : 

But,  from  this  elevation  funk, 

The  moment  reafon  leaves  the  feafi. 

His  godlLip  finds  a  god,  when  drunk. 

Is  little  better  than  a  bead  : 

Thus  both  are  beaftly,  both  divine, 

Thus  topers  fay  that  love’s  like  wine. 

Your  fportfmen  fay,  love’s  like  the  chafe 
That  leads  us  many  a  weary  mile, 

Through  many  a  rude  and  dangerous  place, 
O’er  mound,  and  hedge,  and  ditch,  and  flile 
But  when  his  pleafures,  with  his  toil, 

Are  fairly  counted,  w  hat’s  the  gain  ? 
Fatigued,  and  tired,  he  makes  a  coil. 

And  puts  up  game  not  worth  the  pain; 

Thus  love’s  without  a  goal,  a  race, 

Thus  fportfmen  fay,  love’s  like  the  chafe. 
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True  lovers  fay,  love’s  like  the  devil, 

Who  turns  a  hundred  devious  ways, 

With,  faint-like  face,  and  heart  of  evil, 

And  fmiles  the  moft  when  he  betrays  : 

Does  not  the  devil  take  every  hue, 

And  in  all  forms  and  fafhions  move  ! 

Is  not  he  black,  and  white,  and  blue,- 
And  hot  and  cold  ? — and  fo  is  love  : 

And  thus  to  love  are  lovers  civil, 

As  Indians  court  from  fear  the  devil. 

Let  carping  idiots  ftill  condemn, 

Where  reafon  bids  them  moflt  rejoice, 

For  if  they  err  the  fault's  in  them, 

And  in  the  obje&s  of  their  choice  : 

The  lover  that  fhall  all  excel, 

Let  him  but  choofe  a  faithlels  fair  ; 

His  love  final l  prove  a  very  hell, 

No  Lethe  to  relieve  his  care  : 

Let  him  of  reafon  take  advice, 

And  love  fhall  be  a  paradife. 


BALLAD — in  will  of  the  wisp. 


LIFE’S  a  general  chafe,  and  the  world  is  the  field. 

Where  friends,  friends  hunt,  and  brothers  hunt  brothers, 
Where  to  day,  fairly  hunted,  to  us  others  yield, 

And  to-morrow  we’re  hunted  by  others  : 

Through  calling,  profeflfion,  and  trade,  to  get  rich, 

All  wrangle,  and  fquabble,  and  fcramble, 

Through  wood,  dale,  and  bottom,  o’er  hedge,  (file, and  ditch. 
Through  bufli,  and  through  briar,  and  through  bramble, 
Then,  come  round  me  all  hunters — in  Lifecs  hark  away 
We  have  portiuns  of  pleafure  and  furrow, 

And  the  man  after  game  that’s  a  hunter  to-day, 

May  be  game  for  fome  hunter  to-worrow. 

The  poor  poet,  of  virtue  who’d  fain  be  the  friend, 

Cries  the  age  is  corrupt,  and  he’ll  fliew  it ; 

But  while  hunting  his  brains  the  world’s  manners  to  mend, 
Pale  poverty  hunts  the  poor  poet : 

While  hunting  in  battle  for  glory  and  fame, 

Grim  death  hunts  the  foldier  and  Tailor, 

And  the  heir,  out  of  caili,  who  can  hart  no  more  game, 
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Is  at  laf!  hunted  down  by  his  taylor : 

Tiien,  come  round  me  all  hunters— in  Life’s  hark  away 
VV  e  have  portions  of  pleafure  and  forrow, 

ArnUhe  man  after  game  that’s  a  hunter  to-day, 
ivuiy  be  game  for  feme  hunter  to-morrow. 

Cotimry  fquu-es  dafli  away,  nor  their  noddles  concern, 

Tllf  M  7°r,t,’.  or  its  and  croffings,  ’ 

p’'l  cnS^h,  to  die  bottom,  Adlseon’s  they  turn 
Laten  up  by  their  dogs  and  their  horfes: 
incufcnmmate  pleafures  who  chafes  in  view, 

While  to  pleafure  in  time  fall  a  martyr, 

un  T'Jid  fortllne  hu«ter  who  ran  down  a  flare w, 
v\  nl  find  he  was  caught  by  a  tarter  : 

,corne  rouPd  hunters— in  Life’s  hark  away 

",  c  *lave  portions  of  pleafure  and  forrow, 

Audi  the  man  after  game  that’s  a  hunter  to-day, 

Vi  ay  be  Same  ^or  fome  hunter  to-morrow, 

Tne  hunks  who  hunts  riches,  is  hunted  by  care, 
lrt, 1  hc?le  j°)r  are  hunted  by  trouble, 

inf  C^mia  h_unts  £oId  through  fire,  water,  and  air,. 
And  :s  run  down  at  laft  by  a  bubble  : 

Fody  hunts  the  four  mifanthrope  clofe  at  the  heels, 

In  the  moment  at  felly  Iie>s  fcoffin^ 

And  ev  n  the  death  hunter,  in  coffins  who  deals, 

Is,  at  lahj  hunted  into  a  coifiii : 

Yirtuofos  hunt  butterflies,  courtiers  levees, 

Patriots  hunt  for  the  good  of  the  nation. 

Hungry  gluttons  hunt  turtle,  phyficians  hunt  fees. 

And  aie  chaicd,  in  return,  by  vexation  : 

A  reciprocal  chaie  are  mankind  and  their  joys, 

A  id  this  maxim  obtains  the  world  over, 

1%"')  hh  reafon  in  view,  let’s  hunt  pleafure  my  bovs, 

^  liil  by  time  we  are  hunted  to  cover  : 

Tik  u,  come  round  me  all  hunters — in  Life's  hark  away 
e  have  portions  of  pleafure  and  forrow, 

Amd  the  man  alter  game  that’s  a  hunter  to  dav, 

May  be  game  for  Jfome  hunter  to-morrow. 


BALLAD — in  will  of  the  wisp. 


A  BARD  in  yonder  corner  fee, 

There’s  fomething  in  this  man,  fays  he, 
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*Tis  true  he  cannot  write  like  me, 

His  wit  won’t  hear  infpeCtion  : 

To  hit  the  foolifh  times  was  right^ 

When  men  negle&ed  genius  flight, 

My  play  for  inftance,  damned  Hr ll  night, 

The  manners  want  correction  : 

Certainly  they  do,  and,  therefore,  fo  far  this  man’s  at¬ 
tempt  is  meritorious  to  be  fure.  Jf  I  had  handled  the  fub- 
jeCtit  would  have  been  done  in  a  different  fort  of  a  manner  ; 
but  his  bungling  wit  only  proves  that  his  own  petition  i* 
truth— 

For  when  he  takes  fuch  foolifh  fits, 

To  rail,  and  feoff,  at  would  be  wits. 

He  proves,  as  hard  himfelf  he  hits, 

That  he’s  not  all  perfection. 

An  Alderman  ’gainft  fools  is  rage, 

Cries,  lord,  he’s  right  to  lafli  the  age, 

Old  Shakefpear  faid  the  world’s  a  ftage, 

He  merits  our  protection  : 

I  1'ked  to  hear  him  laugh  at  fops, 

And  waifls  cut  fliort,  and  flirts  and  crops, 

Intrigues  in  churches,  and  at  hops, 

And  fafhions  flrange  collection  : 

And  then  how  I  did  laugh  about  the  fellow’s  giving  a 
dinner  with  nothing  to  eat,  ha,  ha,  ha, — and  then  he  patted 
a  compliment  on  the  city — He  ought  to  be  encouraged. 

Blit  when  he  rails  at  hoarded  pelf. 

And  turtle  feafts,  the  flupid  elf, 

He’s  wrong — but  then  he  owns  himfelf. 

We  can’t  be  all  perfection. 

Mifs  Twinkle  cries,  to  fifler  Tab, 

I'm  pleafed  he’s  given  you  prudes  a  uab. 

But  of  coqucttifti  airs  to  blab, 

’Twas  done  without  reflection; 

Well  now,  cries  Tab,  then  i  proteft, 

I  likes  about  coquettes  the  belt ; 

But  when  of  Prudes  he  makes  a  jeft, 

The  man  deferves  correction. 

Well  then  now  fait  and  troth,  faid  an  IriAiman,  ’tis  all 
mighty  well  with  his  mixture,  and  his  hope,  his  good  rafeal, 
his  honefi  flatterer,  and  the  reft  of  it — Oh  it  is  all  fair  gamel 

But  when  he  talks,  the  flanderous  rogue; 

That  cards  and  dice  are  all  the  vogue, 


t. 
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Fait-,  tis  too  much  upon  the  brogue 
But  no  one’s  all  perfection. 

The  will  then  taken  for  the  deed, 

I  fancy  in  each  face  I  read, 

1  ill  all,  as  heretofore,  fucceed, 

And  without  much  objection  ; 

When  I  was  in  the  fcribbling  lit, 

Had  with  my  zeal  kept  pace  my  wit, 

Ev‘n  Shakefpear’s  felf  had  nothing  writ. 

^  More  worthy  of  protection, 

Nay,  big  with  emulation  to  merit  your  applaufe,  had  mv 
ablilty  keP£  Pace  with  my  inclination,  I  fflould  have  given 
nient°-In  ThcllS  the  lie’  and  Prod“ccd  a  perfect  entertain- 

But  ardent  wifhft  will  not  do, 

I,  therefore,  mu  ft  rely  on  you, 

And  fhould  fome  little  praife  be  due, 

Fafs  by  each  imperfection. 

•  ««•<>« 

BALLAD— IN  WILL  OF  THE  wisp. 


THOUGH  hard  the  valiant  fold  icrcs  life, 

3  el  w  e  e  ti  moments  know  ; 

Joy  ne’er  was  yet  unmixcd  with  ftrife, 

Nor  happinefs  with  woe  : 

’Tis  hard,  when  friend,  when  children,  wife. 
Reluctant  from  him  part, 

While  fancy  paints  the  muffled  drum, 

The  mournful  life, 

And  the  loud  volley  o’er  his  grave, 

The  folemn  requiem  to  the  brave  ! 

All  this  he  hears, 

Y et  calm’s  their  fears 

With  liniles  while  horror’s  in  his  heart  : 

But  when  the  finding  hour  fhall  come, 

To  bring  him  home  at  laft, 

How  fweet  his  conftant  wife  to  greet, 

His  children,  friends, 

And  in  their  circling  arms  to  find  amends. 

For  all  his  bufferings  pa  ft. 

’Tis  hard  when,  defolation  fpread, 

Death  whirls  the  rapid  car, 
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And  thofe  invaded  hear,  and  dread 
The  thunder  of  the  war  : 

Ah  !  then,  indeed,  friend,  children,  wife, 
Have  you  true  caufe  to  fear, 

Too  foon,  alas,  the  muffled  drum, 

The  mournful  fife, 

And  the  loud  volley  o’er  the  grave, 

Shall  found  fad  requiems  to  the  brave, 
While  thofe  alive, 

Faint  joy  revive, 

And  blend  hope’s  fmile  with  pity’s  tsar: 

But  when  the  fmiling  hour  fhall  come, 

To  bring  him  home  at  lalt, 

How  fweet  his  conflant  wife  to  greet, 

His  children,  friends, 

And  in  their  circling  arms  to  find  amends. 

For  all  his  fuiFerings  pall. 


>•<  v.. 


BALLAD — in  will  of  the  wisp. 


Oil  yes,  Oh  yes,  Oh  yes  ! 

Loft,  or  miflaid, 

Or  ftolen,  or  fi rayed, 

The  character,  the  decency,  the  duty  of  a  youth, 

Who  was  famed,  ’till  this  fad  accident,  for  probity  and 
truth  ; 

Who  afiuaged  his  parents  forrows,  alleviated  their  cares, 

And  who,  with  fpotlefs  honour,  regulated  their  affairs  : 

This  young  man,  as  he  came  out  of  his  father’s  bankers, 
was  beconed  by  a  lady  in  a  hackney  coach  —  He  drove  to  a 
jeweller’s  where  he  bought  a  diamond  necklace.  He  dined 
with  a  roaring  party  at  a  tavern ;  and,  in  the  evening,  was 
heard  to  talk  very  loud  at  the  opera.  He  was  next  introdu¬ 
ced  to  a  houfe  not  an  hundred  miles  from  St.  James’s,  where 
it  is  fuppofed  he  could  get  no  fupper,  for  he  *vas  icen  at 
three  o’clock  in  the  morning  vcracioufly  to  fwailow  dice 
and  eat  cards. 

Who  to  his  wretched  parents  this  mifguided  youth  will 
bring, 

Befides  the  fatisfa&ion 
Of  doing  a  good  avftion, 

Shall  receive  a  fum  far  more  than  Indian  mines  could  e'er 
afford, 
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They  Dial]  fee  the  peace  and  comfort  of  a  family  rertored- 
God  lave  the  Km*.  J 

O 

O  yes,  O  yes,  O  yes  ! 

Loft  or  miflaid, 

Or  ftolen,  or  ft  rayed, 

T  he  tears  of  a  widow,  young  wealthy  and  fair 

Who  nurfed  a  rich  old  hufband  half  a  yea,’  with  tender 
care,  # 

'Who  loved  him  not  for  either  her  inconvenience,  or  his  pelf, 
A,1  whmh  is  very  true,  for  Ihe  told  him  fo  herfelf.  1 
Hus  unfortunate  young  lady  was  fee n,  about  three  hours 
alter  her  hufband’s  death,  to  go  to  the  Commons  to  prove 
his  will,  where  meeting  with  a  very  handfome  young  P-oc- 
tor,  it  is  ^  fuppofed  the  fire  of  his  glances  abforbed  and 
dried  up  the  tears  of  this  difconfolate  widow,  for  fhe  has 
never  been  feen  to  cry  fince  but  once,  and  then  fhe  was  de- 
teeTcd  with  an  onion  in  her  pocket  handkerchief 

Who  to  this  wretched  mourner  thefe  fame  precious  drops 
will  bring,  ^ 

Beftdes  the  fatisfaeftion, 

Of  doing  a  good  action, 

Shall  receive  a  gracious  fmile,  which  is  all  that  can  be  prof¬ 
fered,  ^ 

For  they’ll  be  cried  no  more,  nor  no  greater  reward  offered, 
God  fave  the  King.  9 


O  yes,  O  yes,  O  yes  ! 

Loft,  or  miilead, 

Or  ftolen  or  ftrayed, 

The  knife  and  fork  of  an  alderman,  a  counfellor’s  wig, 

The  dice  box  of  a  grecian,  a  parfon’s  tythe  pig, 

The  fan  of  a  beauty,  her  falfe  tooth  alfo. 

And  a  hair  powder  licence  belonging  to  a  beau. 

As  thefe  poor  flitters  are  ruined  and  deprived  of  their 
livelihood  by  the  lofs  of  thefe  refpe&ive  articles,  they  be¬ 
ing  their  working  tools^  the  charitable  and  humane  are  hum¬ 
bly  requefted  to  take  into  confideration  their  forlorn  condi¬ 
tion — 


And,  whoever  to  thefe  poor  people  thefe  articles  will  bring 
Befides  the  fatisfaeftion, 

Of  doing  a  good  action, 

Many  thanks  fliall  be  given  to  the  charitable  donors, 

For  they’re  of  very  little  ufc  to  any  body  but  the  owners. 
God  fave  the  king. 
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BALLAD— I  N  GREAT  NEWS. 


As  a  plain  cafe  In  point’s  the  belt  mode  of  explaining, 

To  make  my  petition  to  each  judgment  clear, 

Without  further  a  tip-toe  your  patience  detaining} 

1  fhall  ton  at  Antipodes,  (hew  and  ton  here  . 

Here  confcience  for  gold, 

Ne’er  was  known  to  be  fold, 

There  to  fale  they  expofe  it, 

And  every  one  knows  it, 

For  the  matter  to  mince  might  a  good  market  fpoil  : 

Tlius  what’s  meant  by  reports,  which  are  varioufly  fpread, 
That  we  the  feet  hand  on,  and  they  on  the  head, 

Will  turn  out  to  be  this,  without  cavil  or  coil, 

We’re  the  gem  and  the  Antipodeans  the  foil. 

Is  a  treaty  of  marriage  on  foot  the  dear  lady. 

Here  never  to  talk  of  her  intereh  is  heard, 

Full  of  love  flie  ne’er  aiks  if  the  writings  are  ready, 

Nor  thinks  of  a  fecond  fpoufe,  much  lels  a  third  : 

Is  a  counfcllor  learned. 

In  a  law  fuit  concerned, 

He  gives  you  his  trouble, 

For  nothing,  to  double 

His  fee  would  that  inhant  the  whole  bufinefs  fpoil ; 

There  hill  topfy  turvy  we  different  modes  fee, 

Love  obeys,  the  beh  bidder,  and  law  the  beh  ice, 

And  thus  clear  as  day,  without  cavil  or  coil, 

We’re  the  gem  and  the  Antipodians  the  foil. 

Would  you  wifh  farther  proof  as  a  prominent  feature, 
Take  this,  though  ’twill  keen  fenfibility  {hock, 

At  Antipodes  they  have  a  beautiful  creatu»»., 

A  fine  (lately  bird  veiy  like  our  game  cock : 

Inflaming  its  blood, 

They  mi/  drugs  in  it3  food, 

And  arm  it  for  fight  ng, 

Then  hand  round  delighting, 

While  thefe  birds  of  their  p  umage  eat  h  other  defpoil : 
You  wonder  and  gaze,  yet  ‘tis  truth  l  rip  rt, 

But  fince  England  difdains  fo  unmanly  a  f^urt, 
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No  reflexion  on  us  from  their  vies  can  recoil 
<-  re  le  gem  and  the  Antipodeans  the  foil,  ’ 

®UV°  !>r!ng  the  cafe  home,  let  us  fneafc  „f,i  ■  . 

Who  having  fuch  food  for  their  frnl.VlPc  f  their  wmer», 
Are  In  fatirc  and  ridiede 

And,  though  none  they  point  out,  all  the  can  fit  ah„r 
T  heir  cafe  touches  me,  P  fat  abufe  • 

But  was  I  ever  fo  free/ 

In  my  filly  labours, 

To  laugh  at  my  neighbours  ? 

$zi;  s°* »:  j-r  "J 

Are  the  gem  and  the  Antipodeans  the  foil. 


i 
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WHEN  freedom  knew  not  where  to  rove 
from  conquered  Greece,  and  groaning  Rome 
At  random  driven,  like  Noah’s  dove  S 

Without  a  flielter  or  a  home  : 

The  expanded  world  fhe  viewed,  where  beft 
bhe  might  repofe  her  weary  foot  • 

Saw  this  our  ifle,  fet  up  her  reft, 

And  bid  the  fpreading  oak  take  root  : 

Eid  it  adorn  the  land,  and  be 
Fair  England’s  tree  of  liberty. 

Thus  fpoke  the  goddefs— This  fair  tree 
The  towering  foreft’s  kingly  boaft,  ’ 

Let  my  behelts  kept  facred  be, 

This  tree  fhall  guard  your  fea  girt  coaft  : 
Freedom’s  behefts  are  thefe— To  know 
No  fadlion,  no  cabal,  no  caufe, 

From  whofe  peftiferous  breath  may  grow 
Aught  ‘gain fl  the  monarch,  or  the  laws; 

Keep  facred  thefe,  the  oak  fhall  be 
Fair  England’s  tree  of  liberty. 
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Its  friendly  arms  that,  on  their  way, 

Thofe  fuccour  who  its  aid  implore  ; 

A  faithful  portrait  fhall  difplay, 

Of  England's  hofpitable  lhore  : 

Of  England’s  courage  this  fair  tree, 

A  great  example  to  impart, 

To  fuccour  law  and  liberty, 

Shall  make  a  rampart  of  its  heart; 

Hail  facred  oak,  then,  deign  to  be 
Fair  England’s  tree  of  liberty. 

Then  catch  the  enthufiadic  drain, 

Hail  freedom’s  tree  in  fervent  hymns, 

That  freely,  on  the  awful  main, 

Launches  in  Britain’s  caufe  its  limbs  : 

That  mighty  walls,  and  bulwarks  forms, 

Whence  England’s  thunder  fhall  be  hurled, 

And,  fpight  of  battles  and  of  dorms, 

That  bears  our  commerce  through  the  world  ; 

Hail  freedom’s  dirine  !  dill  deign  to  be 
Fair  England’s  Tree  of  Liberty. 


BALLAD  —  IN  CHRISTMAS  GAMBOLS. 


WHEN  I  told  you  your  cheeks  wore  the  blufli  of  the  rofe. 
That  the  fpring  w'as  the  type  of  your  youth, 

That  no  lily  a  tint  like  your  neck  could  difclole# 

I  made  love  in  the  language  of  truth  : 

Yet  the  lovelied  rofe,  once  the  dimmer  away, 

Of  its  bloom  leaves  no  vedige  behind  ; 

But  your  bloom,  when  the  fummer  of  life  Oiall  decay, 
Frefli  as  ever  fhall  glow  in  your  mind. 

See  the  bee,  as  from  flower  to  dower  he  rovos, 
Thefvveets  of  the  garden  explore, 

And,  in  winter,  to  fead  on  the  banquet  he  loves, 

Lay  in  his  indudrious  dore  : 

So  all  your  employment  through  life’s  bufyday, 

Is  the  fweets  drawn  from  goodnels  to  find  ; 

Rcafon’s  fead  to  fupply,  and  cheat  winter  away, 

From  that  fource  of  perfection  your  mind. 
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And  thus,  as  the  feafons  of  life  pafs  away 
We  enjoy  every  various  fcene  ; 

The  fpring  all  expanding,  thefummer  all  gay. 

The  autumn  all  mild  and  ferene  : 

Yo"?«  let  in  y.ouy  fVmmer;  but>  "hen  on  your  head. 
While  Jroin  all  admiration  you  find, 

Silver  winter  its  honours  dial!  facredly  fhed 

Still  fummer  llia.ll  bloom  in  your  mind* 


EALLAD — IN  CHIRSTMAS  GAMBOLS-, 


COME  here,  come  here,  my  pretty  dear 
Leave  bufinefs,  care,  and  labour, 
Chriftmas  comes  but  once  a  year, 

Come  lads  and  lafTes,  come,  and  hear 
My  merry  pipe  and  tabor  : 

1  fell  all  lorts  of  curious  wares, 

Tapes,  gai  ters,  ribbands,  laces  : 

That  give  the  form  enchanting  airs, 

And  fet  off  pretty  faces. 

And  then  I  We  philters,  drugs,  and  charms*, 
That,  when  the  nymph’s  deferred. 

Shall  lure  the  fhepherd  to  her  arms, 

And  make  him  tender  hearted. 

Come  here,  come  here  my  pretty  dear, 
Leave  bufinefs,  care,  and  labour, 
Chrilimas  con  es  but  once  a  year, 

Come  lads  and  la'fTes,  come,  and  hear 
My  merry  pipe  and  tabor. 

This  wonderful  love  powder  fee, 

Though  ever  fo  hard  featured. 

To  a  Venus  that  converts  each  the, 

By  making  her  good  natured  : 

This  eye  water  can  power  difpenfe. 

To  cuie  each  jealous  blindnefs, 

And  turn,  by  generous  confidence, 

All  jarring  flrife  to  kindnefs  : 

Come  here,  come  here,  my  pretty  dear* 
Leave  bufinefs,  care;  and  labour, 
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Chriftmas  comes  but  once  a  year. 

Come  lads  and  lalTes,  come,  and  hear 
My  merry  pipe  and  tabor. 

When  clouds  fliall  wedlock’s  Iky  deface> 

And  dim  that  brilliant  heaven, 

Upon  your  lips  this  padlock  place, 

By  wary  prudence  given  : 

But  when,  from  dorms,  and  fempeds  free, 

The  horizon  looks  propitious  ; 

From  kindnefs  hand  take  pleafure’s  key, 

And  open  fcenes  delicious  : 

Come  here,  come  here,  my  pretty  dear, 

Leave  bufinefs,  care,  and  labour, 

Chriftmas  comes  but  once  a  year, 

Come  lads  and  lades,  come,  and  hear 
My  merry  pipe  and  tabor. 


11  Aww<Vh  w^l> 


BALLAD  —  IN  CHRISTMAS  GAMBOLS. 


STANDING  one  fummer’s  day  on  the  Tower  Slip, 

Carelefs  howl  my  time  fhould  employ, 

It  popped  in  my  head  that  I’d  take  atrip 
Aboard  of  a  Margate  Hoy  : 
i  took  a  few  flops,  fuch  as  fliirts  and  a  coat, 

For  of  prog  I  knew  well  they’d  be  dored  ; 

Then  I  hail’d  a  pair  of  oars,  fliovcd  of  my  boat, 

And  away  I  dallied  aboard. 

‘  Ah  my  dear  Commodore,  who  thought  of  feeingyou  ? 
What,  Mrs.  Garbage  !  How  is  the  Alderman?” — ‘There 
is  my  hufband,  Sir  “  Foil  my  word  and  dicky  1  declare,” 
*  Give  me  leave,  Commodore,  to  introduce  you  to  my  friends  : 
Mr.  Shadrack,  Commodore  Kelfon,  Commodore  Kelfon, 
Mr.  Shadrack.’  “  Very  much  at  your  fliarvice,  Sir.“  ‘Mils 
Minnikin,  Commodore  Kelfon,  Commodore  Kelfon,  Mif* 
Minnikin.‘  “  Very  happy  to  have  the  pleafure  of  knowing 
you  Sir. u  ‘  Dr,  Quibus,  Commodore  Kelfon,  Commodore 
Kelfon,  Dr.  Quibus  ;  Captain  Squafh,  Commodore  Kelfon, 
Commodore  Kelfon,  Captain  Squafh  ;  Sir  Phelim  O’Drog- 
feeda, Commodore  Kelfon.  Commodore  Kelfon,  Sir  Fhdh» 

B  b  2 
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O  Drogheda.*— Hollo  there  !  Cart  off  the  painter _ Sit  flil! 

ladies  and  gentlemen. 


So  off  we  went  with  a  flowing  jib, 

Full  of  merriment  and  joy, 

The  Alderman  munching,  and  prailing  his  rib 
Sing  who  fo  blith  as  we. 

Who  take  a  voyage  to  fea, 

Aboard  of  a  Margate  Hoy. 

Then  fuch  glee  and  humour,  our  joy  to  prolong 
Pervaded  us  fore  and  aft ;  69 

Some  were  telling  a  ftory,  fome  whittling  a  fong, 

As  we  turned  in  and  out  ’mongfl:  the  craft  :  * 

I  hen  we  d  talk  01  our  danger,  and  tnen  we  were  gav. 
Then  how  we’d  aftonifh  the  folks, 

When  at  Margate  arrived  ;  then,  cut  out  of  our  wav, 
To  laugh  at  the  watermen’s  jokes. 


‘  Ho>  the  ah°y-’  “  Ay,  ay.”  <  Pray  have  you  one 
Wifeman  aboard  ?’  “  No,  no,”  «  Then  you  are  all  fools, 

hey— ha,  ha,  ha,  went  Mifs  Minnikin.’— •“  Dat  is  very  coot 
chokes,”  faid  the  Jew.  ‘  Why,  I  fay,  Mofes,’  faid  the  man 
that  was  affronted*  ‘  are  you  a  hull  or  bear?  Damme.  I 
thinks  you  look  more  like  a  monkey.  And  you  Mifs  Dolly 
Dry  bps,  take  a  reef  in  ypur  perriwig,  and  clap  a  Hopper  on 
}our  muzzle,  clue  up  the  plaits  in  your  jaw  bags,  and  give 
your  tongue  leave  of  abfencc.  About  fhip— helm’s  a  lee— 
here  fhe  comes,’ 

So  we  made  tother  tack  and  lay  gunnel  to, 

Which  foon  gave  a  damp  to  our  joy, 

Mifs  Minnikin  fqualled — mine  cot,  cried  the  Jew, 

Sing  who  fo  blyth  as  we, 

Who  take  a  voyage  to  ft  a, 

On  board  of  a  Margate  Hoy. 

The  company’s  merriment  now  out  of  joint, 

And  their  tatlers  not  moving  fo  quick, 

Scarce  right  a  head  did  we  twig  Cuckold's  Point. 

But  the  alderman  began  to  be  tick  : 

Then  we‘d  like  to  fall  foul  of  an  oyfler  fmack, 

The  wind  frelhiug  towards  the  Nore, 

Then,  ftretching  too  far  on  the  larboard  tack, 

By  and  by,  we  came  bump  afhore. 
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<  Ah  we  fliall  all  be  caft  away  !  my  poor  dear  pattern 
cap  ;  rallied  away  !  What  fliall  I  do  to  be  ihaved  ,?’  «  Why 
fait li ,  faid  1,  I  fancy  we  fliall  have  a  touch  of  the  fait  water 
before  we  get  to  Margate.”  ‘  Yes,  Sir/  faid  the  Do&or, 

<  not  that  I  have  any  quarrel  with  death,  hut  I  am  afraid  wc 
fliall  take  in  too  large  a  dofe.’  “  How  do  you  do,  Sir  lJhc- 
lim  ?”  ‘  Arrah,  l  fliould  be  well  enough  if  I  was  not  fo 

curfedly  fick.”  She  rights,  ilie  rights  ! 

Next  a  gale  coming  on  we  did  precioufly  kick, 

Which  fini filed  completely  our  joy, 

’Twas,  madam,  how  do  you  do?  Oh  I  am  monflroufly  fick  ! 
Sing  who  fo  blyth  as  we, 

Who  take  a  voyage  to  fea, 

Aboard  of  a  Margate  Hoy. 

And  now  ‘twould  have  made  a  philofopher  grin, 

To  have  feen  fucli  a  concourfe  of  muns  ; 

Sick  as  death,  wet  as  muck,  from  the  heel  to  the  chin, 

For  it  came  on  to  blow  great  guns : 

Spoilt  cloaths,  and  provifions,  now  clogged  up  the  way. 

In  a  dreary  boifterous  night; 

While  apparently  dead  every  pafiengcr  lay 
With  the  ficknefs,  but  move  with  the  fright. 

*  Oh,  oh,  I  wifh  I  was  at  home  in  my  bed  !’  “  Oh  that  I 
was  a  hundred  miles  off?”  4<  Mafhy  upon  my  fliins.’  “  Oh, 
oh,  will  no-body  throw  me  overboard  !”  *  Avail  there.’ 
“  Ah  my  poor  dear  pattern  cap's  blown  into  the  pond!’’  “Oh, 
my  foul,  what  a  devil  of  a  ficknefs  !  ’  14  Arrah,  flop  t He 
fhip — Sir,  would  you  be  fo  kind  as  to  be  after  handing  me 
the  caudle  cup  ?’  Land,  land,  upon  the  (larboard  bow. 

At  laft,  after  turning  on  two  or  three  tacks, 

Margate  lights  foon  reftored  all  our  joy; 

The  men  found  their  ffomachs,  the  women  their  clacks, 
Sing  who  fo  blyth  as  we, 

Who  take  a  voyage  to  fea, 

Aboard  of  a  Margate  Hoy. 

BALLAD - IN  CHRISTMAS  GAMBOLS. 


THERE  were  Farmer  Thrafher,  and  he  had  a  cow. 
And  gammer  were  very  fond  on  un, 
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And  they'd  a  fon  Jacky  that  made  a  fine  bow. 

So  they  fent  un  a  prentice  to  London, 

Ja^y’s  "}afler  a  barber  and  a  hair-dreiTer  were, 

,  T,"?*!  f°Tl?  fqUTe  ‘C°d  he  thouSht  unfelf  bigger, 

A  ^  ,ay„  T>Ugh  the.town  he  would  drefs  and  cut  hair, 
nd  dreffed  out  at  night — cut  a  figure. 

To  ape  Jackey’s  matter,  were  all  his  delight 
The  foap  fuds  and  razor  both  fcorning. 

He  s  been  took’t  by  the  nofe  by  the  fame  fop  at  night 
That  he  took’t  by  the  nofe  in  the  morning.  g  ’ 

Notv  to  fee  the  cow  moan,  would  hare  made  a  cat  laugh 
Her  nnlk  were  his  food  late  and  early, 

And  even  if  Jackey  had  heen  her  own  calf, 

She  could  not  ha  loved  un  more  dearly. 

She  moaned,  and  fhe  moaned,  nor  knew  what  flic  did  ail 
To  heart  fo  fhe  took  this  difafter,  3 

At  Jatt  roaming  about,  fome  rogues  cut  off  her  tail 
And  then  fent  her  back  to  her  matter.  5 

Here’s  the  kiaw  came  home,  Gammer,  come  bring  out  the 

Poor  creature  I’ze  glad  we  have  found  her, 

Ci  led  Dame,  ten  t  our  kiaw,  file’s  got  never  a  tail? 

Here  Roger  go  take  care  and  pound  her. 

’Tis  our  kiaw,  but  you  zee  file’s  been  maimed  by  fome  brute 
Why,  dame,  thou’rt  a  vool — give  me  patience; 

So  to  fquabbling  they  went— when  to  end  the  difpute 
Came  home  Jacky  to  fee  his  relations. 


His  fpencer  he  fported,  his  hat  round  he  twirled 
As  whittling  a  tune  he  came  bolt  in, 

And  bedocked,  and  belopped,  wounds,  he  look’d  all  the 
■world 

Tike  trimmed  bantums,  or  magpies  a  moulting. 

Oh  dear  !  ‘tis  our  Jacky,  come  bring  out  the  ale. 

So  Gammer  fell  fkipping  around  him, 

Our  Jacky,  why,  dam't,  he’s  got  never  a  tail — 

Here,  Roger,  go  take  un,  and  pound  un. 


’Tis  the  kick,  I  fay,  old  one,  fo  I  brought  it  dowc^ 
Wore  by  jemmies  fo  neat,  and  fo  fpunky; 


dibdin’s  selected  songs. 


297 


Ah,  Jacky,  thou  went’ ft  up  a  puppy  to  town, 

And  now  thee  be’ft  come  back  a  monkey. 

Gammer  (formed,  Gaffer  fwore,  Jacky  whiffled,  and  now 
’  1  was  agreed,  without  any  more  paffion, 

To  take  Jacky  in  favour  as  well  as  the  cow, 

Becaufe  they  were  both  in  the  fafhion. 

BALLAD - IN  CHRISTMAS  GAMBOLS. 


My  grandfather’s  grandfather,  valiant  and  (tout, 

A  Briton  e’er  luxury  imported  the  gout, 

In  the  tie  d,  in  the  ball-room,  or  fcamp.  ring  o  er  rocks. 
Could  give  chafe  to  the  foe,  or  the  fair,  or  the  h>x  : 

A  band  of  choice  friends,  at  the  found  of  his  horn, 

Sailed  forth  blytli  and  buxom,  to  hail  the  lair  morn  ; 

All  lufty,  and  noble,  and  true  and  tried  men, 

And  called,  for  diltindtion,  the  Lads  of  the  Glen. 

Shall  I  tell  you  their  names,  there  was  bold  Alfred  Howe, 
Sprung  from  Guy,  Earl  of  Warwick,  who  hunted  a  cow, 
And  then,  on  his  courier  came  valiant  Sir  Hugh, 

Born  from  that  London  ’prentice  two  lions  that  flew  : 

Next  that  dare  devil,  Hengilt,  with  target  and  gorge, 
Worn,  his  anccftors  write,  by  the  mighty  St.  George; 
Then  Owen  ap  rice,  who  again  and  again, 

Had  been  in  at  the  death  with  the  lads  61  the  Glen. 

Next  Percy,  came  on,  born  of  that  noble  race, 

Who  accomplithed  fuch  venders  at  famed  Chevy  Chacc; 
Th  tn  Orfon  the  jelly,  a  bold  daring  elf, 

Sprung  from  Arthur,  nay,  feme  fav,from  Nimrod  himfe’f : 
Edwin,  Gianville,  and  Huntingdon,  found  men  and  good. 
The  laft  the  great  grandfon  of  bold  RobinhOod  ; 

To  thefe  add  my  anceltor,  making  juft  ten, 

And  you’ll  get  the  whole  lift  of  the  Lads  of  the  Glen, 

’Tis  writ  in  fair  characters,  now  in  the  hall, 

What  a  chafe  they,  were  led  the  fly  fox  to  enthral  ? 

He  run  ’em  at  length,  and  then  hard  at  a  pufh, 

And  now  they’re  miles  from  him,  and  now  at  his  brufh 
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Th!.1  th>e  dT  V  fo,weary  that>  panting  for  breath, 
hey  o  make  him,  but  cannot  accomplifli  his  death  • 

Tn  aT  P™!?rate  foes'  fo  theydoofed  him  again! 

To  afford  future  fport  for  the  Lads  of  the  Glen.  ^ 

Thus  rational  pleafure  was  all  their  delight., 

1  hey  d  hunt  in  the  morning,  and  revel  at  night 

And  kind  h"?  '-“r ''°"0Ur’',lwdt  proud  ‘n each’ bread,. 
And  kind  hofpitahty  fet  up  her  reft  :  ^ 

And  from  their  gay  board  never  yet  was  the  day, 

en  the  poor,  and  the  hungry,  went  empty  away; 

Briton8  ah  have  true  hearts,  yet,  his  hard  to  fay,  whea 

e  ilialJ,  e  er,  fee  the  like  of  the  Lads  of  the  Glen. 

Then  charge  high  your  bumbers,  in  chorus  loud  fin?, 
i  e  true  fubjedts  let  s  all  drink  a  health  to  the  King ; 
e  s  a  fportfman  himfelf,  and  long,  long  may  the  chafe* 
Oive  him  health  to  behold  his  iiluftrious  race  : 

And  would  ye,  ye  Britons,  your  honour  enfure, 

As  firm  as  your  courage,  your  redlitude  pure, 

His  virtues  but  emulate,  foon  fhall,  again, 

Return  the  good  times  of  the  Lads  of  the  Glen. 
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GIVE  ear  to  me,  both  high  and  low, 

And,  while  you  mourn  hard  fates  decree, 

Lament  a  tale  right  full  of  woe, 

Of  comely  Ned  that  died  at  fea. 

His  father  was  a  commodore, 

His  King  and  country,  ferved  had  he  ; 

But,  now,  his  tears  in  torrents  pour, 

For  comely  Ned  that  died  at  fea. 

His  fifter  Peg  her  brother  loved, 

For  a  right  tender  heart  had  fhe, 

And  often  to  ftrong  grief  was  moved, 

For  comely  Ned  that  died  at  fea. 

His  fweetheart  Grace,  once  blyth  and  gay, 
That  led  the  dance  upon  the  lea. 
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Now  wafies  in  tears  the  lingering  day, 

For  comely  Ned  that  died  at  fea. 

His  friends,  who  loved  his  manly  worth, 

For  none  more  friends  could  boafi  than  he, 
To  mourn  now  lay  afide  their  mirth, 

For  comely  Ned  that  died  at  fea. 

Come  then  and  join,  with  friendly  tear, 

The  long  that,  ’midfi  of  all  our  glee, 

-We  from  our  hearts  chant  once  a  year, 

-For  comely  Ned  that  died  at  lea. 


BALLAD - IN  CHRISTMAS  GAMPOLS. 


POOR  negroe  fay  one  ting  you  no  take  ofFence, 

Black  and  white  he  one  colour  a  hundred  year  hence 
For  when  mafia  death  kick  him  into  the  grave, 

■He  no  fpare  negroe,  buckra,  nor  mafia,  nor  Have. 

T  hen  dance,  and  then  fing,  and  the  banjer  thrum  thrum 
He  toolifh  to  tink  what  to-morrow  my  come, 

Hilly  laugh  and  be  fat,  de  beft  ting  you  can  do, 

Time  enough  to  be  fad  when  you  kickaraboo. 

One  mafia,  one  Have,  high  and  low  all  degrees, 

•Can  be  happy,  dance,  fing,  make  all  pleafure  him  pleafe 
One  Have  be  one  mafi'a,  he  good,  honeft  brave, 

One  mafia  bad,  wicked,  be  worfe  than  one  Have  : 

If  your  heart  tell  you  good,  you  all  happy,  all  well, 
it  bad,  he  plague,  vex  you  worfe  and  a  hell ; 

Let  your  hea-t  make  you  merry,  then  honeft  and  true 
And  you  no  care  no  farthing  for  Kickaraboo. 

One  game  me  fee  mafi'a  him  play  him  call  chefs 
King  queen,  bifliop,  knight,  cafile,  all  in  a  mef« 

King  kill  knight,  queen  bifiiop,  men  cafile  throw  down 
J-ike  card-foldier  him  fcatter,  all  lie  on  a  ground  * 

And  when  the  game  over,  king,  bifhop,  tag,  rag’ 
Queen,  knight,  all  together  him  go  in  a  bag, 

Tvr  !r  ‘^e<s  8arn^  at  chefs,  when  no  more  we  can  do 
Mafia  death  bring  one  bag,  and  we  Kickaraboo 
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Then  he  good,  what  you  am  never  mind  the  degree, 
Liily  flower  good  for  fomewhat  as  well  as  great  tree  ; 
You  one  Have,  he  no  ufe  to  be  fulky  and  fly, 

Worky,  worky,  perhaps,  you  one  maifa  by’m  by. 
Savee  good  and  be  poor  make  you  a&  belter  part, 
Than  be  rich  in  a  pocket  and  poor  in  a  heart. 
Though  ever  fo  ldfv,  do  your  duty  for  true, 

All  your  friend  drop  one  tear  when  you  Kickaraboo. 
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COME  round  me  ye  lafles.  and  lend  me  an  ear, 

The  almanack  fays  ninetv-fix  is  leap  year, 

Leap  year,  cries  our  Margery,  well  numfkull,  what  then 
Why,  wounds,  don’t  the  women  go  courting  the  men? 
And  they’ll  make  the  beft  on’t,  and  not  fiand  hum  drum 
For  they  won’t  get  another  for  eight  years  to  come  ; 
Come  ladies  a  truce  to  each  maidenifh  fear, 

Kifs  the  fellows,  and  with  them  a  happy  new  year. 

See  the  fly  little  toads  how  they  ogle  and  grin, 

That’s  right,  fqueeze  his  hand,  chuck  un  under  the  chin, 
.See  that  fhrimp  with  that  giant  there,  prattle  and  toy, 
You‘re  a  devilifh  fine  fellow — nay  don’t  be  fo  coy; 

Then  fhe  fmirks,  and  (he  pats  him,  and  fo  this  the  trade 
’Cod  thefe  leap  years  be  nice  times  for  the  ladies, 

That’s  right,  how  they  fnigger,  and  fimper,  and  leer, 
Kifs  'em  up  girls,  and  with  ’em  a  happy  new  year. 

Then  as  there’s  no  Jack  but  a  finds  out  his  Jill, 

Who  knows,  hey,  but  I  may  of  iove  get  my  fid, 

Let  ’em  come,  who‘s  afraid!  wounds,  as  flout  as  they  be 
J  fhould  like  for  to  catch  them  a  courting  of  me  : 

She  that  chufes  me  out  as  a  perlon  of  tafle, 
i  can  tell  her  will  find  me  not  very  fhame-faced, 

What  doft  tell  me.  fays  I,  that  thou  loveft  me,  my  dear, 
Ge’s  a  bufs  then,  and  wifli  me  a  happy  new  year. 

But,  wounds,  while  I  jokes  fo  in  this  merry  fit, 

I  maunt  let  my  tongue,  d’ye  fee,  run ’fore  my  wit; 


dibdin’s  selecteb  songs.  301 

For,  however,  one  may  laugh  ’bout  the  girls  and  he  free, 
They  have  more  fenfe  by  half  in  thefe  matters  than  we  : 
Give  a  woman  her  way,  and  I’ll  wager  upon  her, 

She  leaves  foppery  and  nonfenfe  to  chufe  truth  and  honour^ 
And  he  may  well  brag,  and  his  head  high  up  rear, 

Whom  fhe  kifles,  and  willies  a  happy  new  year. 

Then  as  each  Britifh  beauty  be  conflant  and  loyal, 

So  much  do  they  doat  on  hi3  majefiy  royal, 

That  now  they  got  leave  for  to  do  what  they  pleafes, 

'Cod  if  ’twere  not  for  fhame  they’d  all  kifs  un  to  pieces  t 
So  as  loyalty^  truth,  and  each  generous  duty, 

Be  learnt  to  we  men  folks  by  fweetnefs  and  beauty, 

Let  us  not  be  out  done  in  our  own  proper  fpear, 

But  let  love  merit  love,  and  each  year  be  leap  year, 

f 
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COME  all  who  love, 

Through  pleafure’s  grove, 

To  take  your  merry  rambles^ 

Whofe  hearts  fo  free, 

Confirm  your  glee, 

Join  our  Chrifhnas  Gambols. 

See  the  lads  and  lafles  wind, 

In  mazy  labrynth  dancing, 

The  harmleis  feelings  of  the  mind. 

The  general  joy  enhancing: 

The  world’s  vicififitudes  they  trace. 

As  they  the  figure  meafurc, 

Variety  and  change  of  place, 

Still  giving  zeft  to  pleafure, 

Come  all  who  love,  See. 

The  merry  hunters  and  the  horn, 

That  oft  have  waked  Aurora, 

To  unlock  the  treafures  of  the  morn, 

I  hrough  the  domain  of  Flora  : 

Next  in  quaint  forim,  an'd  veflments  gay., 
Comes  many  a  morice  dancer, 

C  e 
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While  bells  that  ring,  and  flutes  that  play. 

Come  all  who  love,  &c. 

tiPXt? 

:  WllA;  i 

W‘  •  I 

The  pipe  and  tabor’s  fprightly  tone. 

The  organ’s  found  fonorous. 

The  comic  bagpipe  and  the  drone. 

Shall  join  the  fwelling  chorus  : 

T^5  P*crcing  fife,  and  deafening  drum, 

For  honeft  hearts  recruiting, 

To  join  the  mingling  found  fliall  come, 

Df  finging,  fiddling,  fluting  : 

Come  then  who  love,  8a c* 
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At  length  the  trumpet’s  cliearful  call. 

Sounds  to  the  feaft  of  pleafure, 

When  in  the  hofpitable  hall, 

Plenty  unlades  her  treafure  : 

See  Father  Chriflmas  plcafed  appear, 

To  crown  our  inftitution, 

While  circling  goes  the  humming  beer, 

In  fportive  revolution : 

Come  then  who  love,  &c. 

|  ■  (  • 
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POLL  dang’t  how  d’ye  do, 

Na’n  won’t  you  gi’s  a  bufs ; 

Why  what’s  to  do  \vi*  you, 

Why  here’s  a  pretty  fufs  : 

Say  fliall  we  kifs  and  toy, 

I  goes  to  fea  no  more ; 

Oh  !  I’m  the  failor  boy, 

For  capering  afliorc. 

Father  he  apprentic’d  me, 

All  to  a  coafting  fhip  ; 

I  being  refolv’d  d’ye  fee, 

To  give  ’em  all  the  Hip  ; 

I  got  to  Yarmouth  fair, 

Where  I  had  been  before* 

\ 


dibdin’s  selected  SONGS. 


So  father  found  me  there, 

A  capering  afhore. 

INext  out  to  India, 

I  went  a  Guinea  pig  ; 

We  got  to  Table  bay, 

But  mind  a  pretty  rig  ; 

The  (hip  driven  out  to  fea, 
Left  me  and  many  more, 

Among  the  Hottentots, 

A  capering  afhore. 

I  loves  a  bit  of  hop, 

Life’s  ne’er  the  worfer  for  it ; 

If  in  my  wake  fhould  drop, 

A  fiddle,  *  that’s  your  fort’  : 

Thrice  tumble  up  ahoy, 

Once  get  the  labour  o’er  ; 

Then  fee  the  fail  or  boy, 

A  capering  afhore. 

SONG. 


A  SUP  of  good  whifkey  will  make  you  glad, 
Too  much  of  the  creature  will  make  you  mad, 
if  you  take  in  reafon  it  will  make  you  wife, 

If  you  drink  to  excefs  it  will  clofe  up  your  eyes* 
Yet  father  and  mother, 

And  fitter  and  brother, 

They  all  take  a  lup  in  their  turn. 

Some  preachers  will  tell  you  to  drink  is  bad, 

I  think  fo  too  if  there’s  none  to  be  had  : 

The  fwadlerwill  bid  you  drink  none  at  *11, 

Blit  while  I  can  get  it  a  fig  for  them  all, 

Both  laymen  and  brother, 

In  fpite  oi  this  pother, 

Will  all  take  a  lup  in  their  turn. 

Some  doctors  will  tell  ye  ’twill  hurt  my  health, 
And  jufticc  will  fay  ’twill  reduce  your  weath. 
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Phyficians  and  lawyers  will  all  agree, 

When  your  money  is  ail  gone,  you  can  get  nofefc. 
Yet  furgeon  or  do&or, 

And  lawyer  and  prodlor, 

Will  all  take  a  fup  in  their  turn. 

If  a  foldier  is  drunk  on  his  duty  found 
He  loon  to  the  three  legg’d  horfe  is  bound, 

In  the  face  of  the  regiment  obliged  to  drip, 

A  naggin  wi'l  fofteu  the  drummer’s  whip. 

Por  lerjeant  and  drummer, 

And  likewife  his  honor, 

Will  all  take  a  fup  in  their  turn. 

The  Turks  who  arrived  from  the  ports  fublime, 
They  told  us  that  drinking  was  held  a  great  crime. 
Yet  after  their  dinner  away  they  Hunk, 

And  tippled  their  wine,  till  they  got  quite  drunk. 
The  Sultan  and  Grommet, 

And  even  Mahomet, 

They  all  take  iu  ineir  turn. 

The  Quakers  will  bid  you  from  drink  abdairq 
By  yea  and  by  nay,  ’tis  a  fault  in  the  vain, 

Yet  fome  of  the  broadbrims  will  get  to  the  fluff, 
And  tipple  away  till  they’ve  tippl’d  enough, 

For  ftiffrump  or  heady. 

And  Solomon’s  ladv, 

Will  all  take  a  fup  in  their  turn. 

The  Germans  will  fay  they  can  drink  the  mod, 

The  French  and  Italians  will  alfo  boad, 

Hibernia's  the  country,  for  all  their  noife, 

Por  generous  drinking  and  hearty  boys, 

There  each  jovial  fellow, 

Will  d  rink  till  he’s  mellow, 

And  take  off  his  glafs  in  his  turn. 


®  V**  H>» 
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RECITATIVE. 

BEHOLD  two  mighty  chiefs  come  on! 
Not  He&ur,  por  yet  Telamon; 
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Who,  ’head  of  fids,  cufPd  foes  with  rocks, 

Bat  two  tom-tits,  or  bantum  cocks: 

Not  like  two  combatants  of  yore, 

Who  flew  the  foe  and  drank  the  gore, 
lake  tygers,  or  fierce  maftifF dogs  — 

But  chiefs  from  Homer's  mice  and  frogs  ; 

Lank  both  in  form  and  voice,  and  taper, 

Like  an  eel-lkin,  or  a  thread  paper ; 

Who  ammunition  draw  from  lungs, 

And  wield  not  fwords,  nor  fpears,  but  tongues. 
Suppofe  them  enter'd  in  the  lift, 

Their  caufe  of  quarrel  who  was  hifs'd, 

Or  groan'd  at  moft  at  cither  houfe  : 

Says  general  frog  to  general  moule — 

a  i  R. 

1  Signor  Pantheon 
‘  Vat  ting  you  play  on, 

*  To  give  Mr.  John  Bull  delight  ? 

‘‘  Monfieur  Haymarket, 

“  Pray  don't  you  bark  yet, 

Nor  fhew  your  toofc,  lor  you  can*t  bite 

*•  My  great  big  houfe  make  people  flare,’ 

«*  Vat  ufe  great  houfe,  nobody  dare  ? 

«  I  do  de  opcra,  you  muft  fing  fong 

*  Ninety  foot  wide,  hundred  yard  long, 

<  And  den  great  many  much  foot  high, 

<  The  chandelier  he  touch  de  iky 

“  You  Sadler-vells,  Aftley,  Foxhall, 

“  All  Derry  Down,  Tit  fol  de  rol 

*  Your  houfe  make  mine  one  fervant-hall,* 

1  licenfe  get,  you  none  at  all.  ’ 

f  Fire  and  fury,  dev'l  in  hell, 
c  Oh  vat  difgraeia, 

,  To  my  faccia, 

<  ‘Tis  ferry  fell, 

‘  Fiddler,  finger,  dancer,  quick 
‘  To  a  (lift  your  gen’ral  rufli, 

*  Hake  hafte,  fhoulder  your  fiddle- fhclt, 

*  And  all  to  piece  dis  nutfhell  crufh. 

«  Nutfhell  be  full,  he  bring  fome  meat 

4  Your  fiddle-hick  no  good  to  cat  a.” 

C  c  2 
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c  Oh  zounds,  cot  tam  ! 

‘  Vat  rage  1  am, 

‘  I  could  my  flefh  for  anger  eat 
AI).  do,  you'll  get  no  other  meat.” 

‘  Sliades  of  creat  muficians  all, 

£  In  heaven,  in  hell,  or  on  the  deep 

*  Quick  appear,  obey  my  call!’ 

“  He  won’t  appear,  he  faft  afleep.” 
c  Bononcini, 

‘  Farinelli, 
c  Piccini, 

6  lomelli, 
e  And  all  de  elli, 
c  And  Nelli, 

*■  And  rini, 

4  And  cini, 

*  Great  fiddling  quire, 

c  Appear  at  found  of  David’s  lyre. 

*  Come,  drive  dis  rogue  from  Englifli  land 
‘  Fat,  fhort,  and  tall  a  men, 

4  Come,  follow,  follow  men, 
r  David  and  Soloman, 

4  One  ling,  and  toder  lead  the  band  !’ 


“  All  you  may  bawl, 

“  You  cini  he  vont  come  at  all.” 

4  I’ll  flop  your  mouth,  you  villain  taef  !* 
t£  All  dis  fine  nize  dome  get  roaft  beaf !” 

Come  dome  lie  fool, 

But  let  us  join, 
iC  your  force  and  mine, 

“  And  den  dome  fear 
“  But  the  next  vear, 

*  Wid  your  fine  hell, 
il  Your  tund’ring  fwell. 

May  lie,  and  ha, 
t’*  Miller  John  Bull 
Shall  cry  hoora  ! 

4<  Vive  L’Opera!” 
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BALLAD  — IN  GREAT  NEWS. 


DICK  DOCK,  a  tar  at  Greenwich  moor’d, 

One  day  had  got  his  beer  on  board, 

When  he  a  poor  maim’d  penlioner  from  Chelfea  law  ; 

And  all  to  have  his  jeer  and  flout. 

For  the  grog  once  in  the  wit’s  foon  out, 

Cried,  how  good  mafter  Lobfter  did  you  lofe  your  claw. 
Was’t  that  time  in  a  drunken  fray. 

Or  t’other  when  you  ran  away  ? 

But  hold  you  Dick,  the  poor  foul  has  one  foot  in  the  graVCj 
’Fore  dander’s  wind  too  fad  you  fly. 

D’ye  think  it  fun  ?• — you  fwab  you  lie; 

Misfortune  ever  claim’d  the  pity  of  the  brave. 

Old  Hanibal,  in  words  as  grofs, 

For  he,  like  Dick,  had  got  his  dofe, 

To  try  about  a  wrangling,  quickly  took  a  fpell 
If  I’m  a  Lob  Her,  mafter  Crab, 

By  the  information  on  your  nab, 

In  fume  ferimmage,  or  other,  why  they’ve  crack’d  yotar 
fliell ; 

And  then  why  how  you  hobling  go, 

On  that  jury  mad,  your  timber  to*, 

*  A  nice  one  to  find  fault,  with  one  foot  in  the  grave  j 
But  halt  old  Hanibal,  halt  !  halt ! 

Diftreis  was  never  yet  a  fault, 

Misfortune  ever  claimed  the  pity  of  the  brave, 

If  Hanibal’s  your  name  d’ye  fee, 

As  fure  as  they  Dick  Dock  call  me, 

As  once  it  did  fall  out,  1  ow’d  my  life  to  you, 

Spilt  from  my  horfe,  once  when  ’twas  dark. 

And  nearly  fwal lowed  by  a  fhark, 

You  boldly  plunged  in,  faved  me  and  pieafed  all  the  crew 
if  that’s  the  cafe  then  ceaft  our  jeers. 

When  hoarded  by  the  fame  Mounfeers, 

You,  a  true  Englifli  Lion,  fnatch’d  me  from  the  grave. 
Cried  cowards,  do  the  man  no  harm, 

Dammce,  donv  you  fee  tie's  lod  his  arm, 

Misfortune  ever  claimed  pity  from  the  brave. 
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Then  broach  a  can  before  we  parr 
A  friendly  one,  with  all  his  heart/ 

And  as  we  put  the  grog  about,  we‘U  chearly  fin- 
At  land  and  fea,  may  Briton's  fight, 

The  worlds  example  and  delight,  * 

And  conquer  every  enemy  of  George  our  King  • 

’Tis  he,  that  proves  the  hero’s  friend,  S 
His  bounty  waits  us  to  our  end, 

Though  crippled,  and  laid  up,  with  one  foot  in  the  graves 
r  lien  Tars  and  Soldiers  never  fear, 

^  ou  fliall  not  want  companion's  tear, 

Misfortune  ever  claimed  the  pity  of  the  brave. 


•«<>♦»  M^>.. 
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HAVE  you  heard  of  tlm  tax,  that  fuch  ftrange  confterna- 
tion, 

Has  fpread  through  old  England,  that  poor  helplefs  nation, 
’Tis  hair  powder,  Oh  !  downfall  of  guinealefs  beaus, 

Who,  unlicenced,  will  all  look  like  fo  many  crows  : 

Hark  the  Frizeurs  exclaim  !  as  diftra&ed  they  roam, 

'Mongft  the  knights  of  the  curling  irons,  Chaos  is  come, 

Sing  and  cry,  cry  and  ling,  mingle  mifery  and  fun, 

England’s  never  fo  happy  as  when  ‘tis  undone. 

The  Hunks,  who  can  boaft  but  a  lingle  coltS  tooth, 

Who,  weighed  down  with  age,  apes  the  fopperies  of  youth, 
Says,  to  lome  Dnlcinea,  i  my  hairs  are  all  grey, 
c  So  I  can‘t  he  taxed,’  cries  the  Syren,  “  Nay,  nay, 

“  Not  all  grey— theycre  half  black:5' — cAh!  you  dear  coax> 
ing  ninny, 

*  Well,  I’ll  purchafe  a  licence  and  pay  half  a  guinea.’ 

Sing  and  cry,  &c* 

Then  the  Knights  of  the  Rainbow — I  fay  my  lord  Dukc9 
On  hair  powder  a  tax — take  the  necvs  there  and  look. 

1  forgot,  you  can’t  read — the  ridiculous  fufs, 

Why  what  are  fuch  trifles  as  guineas  to  us  ? 

Nunky  pays  for  we  footmen — Id!  fport  a  fpruccnab, 

And  Old  Quibus  come  down  for’t,  or  demme  Hi  blab* 

Sin®  and  cry,  &c. 
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But  the  drolled  expedient  was  that  of  a  fop, 

A  man  milliner,  where  there  were  four  in  a  (hop  ; 

I‘ve  hit  upon*!,  derame  :  as  lawyers  coach  call, 

And  drive  four  for  a  (hilling  to  Wedminder  Hall, 

Five  and  three  pence  a  piece,  lads  advance,  hand  it  out,. 
We‘ll  purchafe  a  licence  and  lend  it  about. 

Sing  and  cry,  &c. 

Then  the  tea  table  fee,  I  declare  then  I*m  vexed, 

Cries  out,  Old  Lady  Pyeball,  1  Our  teeth  they‘11  tax  next, 

4  l  fhould  trick  'em  at  that  tho‘  I  have  but  one  tcoth  :’ 

(i  ’Tis  quite  right,  *  cried  a  beauty  all  fweetnefs  and  truth, 
*(  Take  the  tax,  take  each  feather,  that  plays  on  my  head, 

44  I  ill  a  1 1  drefs  the  more  plain — but  the  poor  will  get  bred’’ 
Sing  and  cry,  ike. 

Then,  my  countrymen,  emulate  this  charming  fair, 

Deck  the  heart  nor  regret  how  neglected  the  hair, 

While  Frizeurs,  and  Footmen,  and  Fops,  cry  pecavi, 

We  iliall  all  drefs  more  decent,  and  they’ll  man  the  navy; 
Let  our  rulers  go  on  then  of  honour  fecure, 

Each  tax  upon  luxury’s  bread  for  the  poor, 

Then  hold  all  this  croaking,  and  grumbling  as  fun, 

By  fuch  nonfenfe  Old  England  can  ne‘er  be  undone. 

BALLAD  - IN  POOR  VULCAN. 

'  A  Parody. 


DEAR  Maudlin  come  give  me  bright  guineas* 
For  brighter  none  fare  ever  gave, 

Nor  think  that  I’m  one  of  thofe  ninnies, 

That  can  tell  you  how  many  I’d  have. 

I’m  not  to  he  dinted  in  pleafure, 

So  to  me  if  you  meau  to  he  kind, 

You  mud  ranfack  old  Crump’s  rudy  treafure,’ 
And  give  me  whatever  you  find. 

With  a  large  heavy  purfe  fo  I  fold  thee, 
l  then  my  dear  Maudlin,  am  thine  ; 

In  fatins  and  filks  I’ll  behold  thee, 

No  duchefa  e’er  dreded  half  fo  fine  : 
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But  our  pocket  at  prefent  but  thin  is. 

And  foon  what  we  have  will  be  fpent 

co^T^t:;  &  %£&£%& . 

Give  a  peep  at  the  India-houfe  coffer  X  * 

Go  number  the  treafury’s  (lore 

I  fo^an?  gu^eas  you  offer, 

I  iWl  ihaU  be  alking  for  more. 

BALLAD  IN  CASTLES  IN  THi  AUL^ 


THOUGH  pleafure*«  eaffly  defin'd. 

Droll  mortals  .fo  employ  it, 

Scarce  any  two  among  mankind 
Go  the  fame  way  to  enjoy  it. 

With  fome  a  dying  parent’s  groan, 

\\  ith  others  ill  got  treafura, 

A  friend  betray'd,  a  widow’s  moan, 

An  orphan’s  tears  are  pleafurc. 

n“  fuch  Source  my  pleafure’s  flow, 
Unfalhionably  happy; 

Keafoa  fupplies  the  joys  I  know, 

Their  zeft:  a  jug  of  Nappy. 

Their  country’s  downfall,  FarfWs  clveg. 
For  fun,  would  be  purfuing, 

Though,  Samfon  like,  they  were  themfelvts 
Crufhed  in  the  mighty  ruin. 

.Let  them  goon,  they  doubtlefs  fee. 
Congenial  to  their  natures, 

Some  pleafure  in  that  mifery 
They  wifh  their  fellow  creature*. 

Tor  me,  protected  while  I  ling, 

Mv  wife  and  children  happy, 

Aly  favorite  toaft,  church,  ftate,  and  kingj 
Shall  fweeten  my  brown  Nappy.  " 
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.Love,  as  facetioufly  we’re  told. 

Has  blellings  out  of  meafure, 

And  hearts  put  up,  and  bought,  and  fold. 
Confer  a  world  of  pleafure. 

Then  for  the  joys  that  wine  promotes, 
Who  dares,  a  lie  prefuming, 

Deny  that  brawls  and  cutting  throats, 

Are  fomething  more  than  human  f 
Why  love  and  drink’s  the  zed  of  life, 
When  Reafon  bids  be  happy  ; 

With  hallow’d  lips  when  a  lov’d  wife 
Blefles  the  fmiling  Nappy. 

Yet  every  mortal  to  his  talle: 

O’er  others  no  dominion 
Do  I  ufurp.  I’ve  only  traced, 

With  deference,  my  opinion; 

And,  if  mankind  in  folly  funk, 
find  glorious  fun  in  treafon, 

In  vicious  love,  in  getting  drunk, 

And  taking  leave  of  reafon  ; 

E’en  let  them  think  fo,  fmee  they  will. 

My  own  way  I’ll  be  happy; 

■Of  Rcafon’s  pleafures  take  my  fill, 

And  drink  my  jug  of  Nappy, 


BALLAD— i  N  CASTLES  IN  THE  AIR* 


THE  Yarmouth  roads  are  right  ahead, 
Tiie  crew  with  ardour  burning. 

Jack  fings  out  a*  he  heaves  the  lead, 

On  tack  and  half  tack  turning; 

By  the  dip  e  even  ! 

Ladl’d  in  the  chains,  the  line  he  coils. 
Then  round  his  head  ’tis  twinging  ; 
And  thus  to  make  the  land  he  toils, 

In  numbers  qua  nrly  fuging, 

By  the  mark  feven  ! 

And  now  led  we  run  bump  afhorc, 

He  heaves  the  lea  i,  and  fu  g>  once  mof'* 
Quarter  left  four ! 
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About  fhip  lads,  tumble  up  there  r  . 

Stand  by  well  hark,  hark  ;  helm’s  a  lee  y°U  ^ ' 

Haul  "P  'aCks  and  illects»  ha’uI>  mainfail  ha. 

And  as  the  long  loft  ft,ore  they  v;ew 
Exult, ng  ft, out  the  happy  crew.;  ’ 

Each  ringing  a,  the  falls  he  furls. 

Hey  for  the  fiddles  and  the  girls. 


i  ne  next  tack  we  run  out  to  fea 
Old  England  fcarce  appearing*; 

Again  we  tack,  and  Jack  with  glee 
Sings  out  as  land. we’re  nearing. 

By  the  dip  eleven  ! 

And  as  they  name  feme  beauty  dear, 

1  o  tars  of  blifs  the  fummit, 

Jack  joins  the  jell,  rhe  jibe,  the  jeer. 

And  heaves  the  pond'rous  plummet: 

Ey  the  mark  feven  ! 

And  now,  while  dang’rous  breakers  roar. 

Jack  cries,  left  we  run  bump  a  ftiore. 

Quarter  left  four  ! 

About  lhip  lads,  tumble,  up  there,  can’t  you  fee! 

Stand  by,  well  hark,  hark  ;  the  helm’s  a  lee! 

Haid  off  anmCP*  UP  taCkS  3nd  ^lleetS,  haul>  mainfail  hai 

And  as  the  long  loft  ftiore  they  view 
Exulting  fliout  the  happy  crew  ; 

Each  Tinging  as  the  fails  he  furls, 

Hey  for  the  fiddles  and  the  girls. 


Xlius  tars  at  fea,  like  fwabs  at  home. 

By  tack  and  tack  are  bias’d, 

I  he  furtheft  way  about  we  roam, 

To  bring  us  home  the  nigheft; 

By  the  dip  eleven  ! 

For  one  tack  more,  and  Tore  the  wind. 
Shall  we,  in  a  few  glaftcs, 

Now  make  the  land  both  true  and  kind5 
To  find  our  friends  and  laftes ; 

By  the  mark  feven  ! 

Then  heave  the  lead,  my  lad  once  more-, 
Soon  fliall  we  gaily  tread  the  ftiore. 

And  a  half  four  j 
About  lhip,  &c, 
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HAIL  Columbia  !  happy  land, 

Hail  ye  Heroes,  heav’n  born  band, 

Who  fought  and  bled  in  Freedom’s  caufe. 
Who  fought  and  bled  in  Freedom’s  caufe, 
And  when  the  Storm  of  War  was  gone, 
Enjoy’d  the  Peace  your  Valour  won, 

Let  Independence  be  our  boad, 

Ever  mindful  what  it  cofl ; 

Ever  grateful  for  the  prize, 

Let  its  altar  reach  the  Ikies — 

Firm — United  let  us  be, 

Rallying  round  our  Liberty, 

As  a  band  of  brothers  join’d, 

Peace  and  Safety  we  fliall  find. 

Immortal  Patriots  !  rife  once  more, 

Defend  your  Rights — defend  your  lliore  ; 

Let  no  rude  foe  with  impious  hand. 

Let  no  rude  foe  with  impious  hand, 
Invade  the  fhrine  where  facred  lies, 

Of  toil  and  blood  the  well-carn’d  prize. 

While  offering  Peace,  fincere  and  juft. 

In  Heav’n  we  place  a  manly  truft, 

^That  truth  and  jufiice  will  prevail, 

"And  every  fcheme  of  bondage  fail — 
Firm — United  let  11s  be, 

Rallying  round  our  liberty. 

As  a  band  of  Brothers  join’d, 

Peace  and  fafety  we  iliall  find, 
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Sound,  found,  the  trump  of  fame, 

Let  Wafhington’s  great  name, 

Ring  through  the  world  with  loud  applaufe, 
Ring  through  the  world  with  loud  applaufe, 
Let  every  clime  to  Freedom  dear, 

Liften  with  a  joyful  ear —  ' 

With  equal  fk.il!  with  godlike  pow’r, 

He  governs  in  the  fearful  hour 
Of  horrid  war,  or  guides  with  eafe, 

The  happier  times  of  honed  peace, 

Firm — United  let  us  he, 

Rallying  round  our  Liberty, 

As  a  Band  of  Brothers  join’d, 

Peace  and  Safety  we  fhall  find. 

Behold  the  Chief  who  now  commands, 

Once  more,  to  ferve  his  country,  hands 

The  Rock  on  which  the  Storm  will  beat. 
The  Rock  on  which  the  Storm  will  beat, 

But  arm’d  in  virtue,  firm  and  true, 

His  hopes  are  fix’d  on  Heav’n  and  you — 

When  Hope  was  finking  in  difmay, 

When  glooms  obfeur’d  Columbia’s  day; 

His  heady  mind  from  changes  free, 

Refolv’d  on  Death  or  Liberty- 
Firm — United  let  us  be, 

B.allying  round  our  Liberty, 

As  a  Band  of  Brothers  join’d, 

Peace  and  Safety  we  fliail  find. 


THE  NEHr~TORK  PATRIOTIC  SONG, 

CALLED, 

The  Federal  Constitution  Boys  and 
Liberty  for  ever. 


POETS  may  ling  of  their  Kellicon  hreams, 

Their  Gods  and  their  Heroes  are  fabulous  dreams, 
T  hey  ne’er  fang  a  line 
Half  fo  grand,  f©  divine, 

As  the  glorious  toad: 

We  Columbians  boaft, 

The  Federal  CenJUtution  boys,  and  Liberty  forever. 
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Adams  then.cn  of  our  choice ,  guides  the  helm, 

il  tempeft  can  harm  us,  no  (term  overwhelm  : 

Our  fheet  anchor’s  fure 
And  our  bark  rides  fecur  e, 

So  here’s  to  the  toad 
We  Columbians  boad, 

The  Federal  ConjHtution ,  and  the  P  re  ft  dent  forever. 

A  free  Navigation,  Commerce  and  Trade,. 

We’il  feek  for  no  foe,  of  no  foe  be  airaia  , 

Our  frigates  ilia  11  ride 
Our  defence  and  our  pride; 

Our  Pars  guard  our  coaft 
And  huzza  to  our  toad 

The’  Federal  Confutation,  Prude  and  Commerce,  lorcve  . 

Moataomerv,  Warren,  mil  live  in  our  fongs. 

Like  them  our  young  heroes  fliall  ipurn  at  our  wr< 

The  world  iliall  admire 
The  zeal  and  the  fire 
Which  blaze  in  the  toad 
We  Columbians  boad, 

The  Federal  Captation,  and  its  advocates  foreven 

When  an  enemy  threats  all  party  fliall  teafe, 

We  bribe  no  intruders  to  buy  a  mean  peace, 

Columbians  will  (corn, 

Friends  or  foes  to  fuborn  ; 

We’il  ne’er  dain  the  toad 
Which  as  freemen  we  boad — 

The  Federal  Corfitutlon,  and  Integrity  forever. 

Pete's  trumpet  fliall  fwell  in  Washington’s  prune, 

And  Time  grant  a  furlough  to  lengthen  his  days  ; 

May  health  weave  the  thread 
Of  delight  round  his  head — 

No  nation  can  boad 

Such  a  name — fuch  a  toad  * 

The  Federal  Confitution  boys,  and  Washington  forever. 


BOSTON  PATRIOTIC  SONG. 
Time ,  Anacreon  in  Heaven. 


YE  fons  of  Columbia  who  bravely  have  fought 

for  thofe  rights,  which  uiittain’d  from  your  fires  hau 
defeended 
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Mayyou  long  talte  the  bluffing,  V0urvaInn,.,  ,  , 

And  your  ions  reap  the  toil'  wluh  I  r  \  S  bought» 
Mid  the  reign  of  mud  peace  nv-v  ^°Ur  lathers  defended, 

With  the  gfory  of  Rome  "’d  -, 7  Y°n  "at'°n  incrMfc> 
j,-,  ,  h  y  01 i  and  tne  wifdom  of  Greece  • 

H.’!'  f  ^  **/•»’  ‘ f  CMia  be  Janes,  ’ 

h  bile  the  earth  bears  chanter  the  fea  rolls  is,  waves. 

In  a  clime  whofe  rich  vales  feed  the  Marts  of  the  world 
Wnofe  fhores  arc  unfhaken  hv  Europe’s  orld» 

\  he  trident  of  commerce  fhould  never  be  hur!’^0  ^ 
i  o  mcenfe  the  legitimate  powers  of  the  Oran 
But  mould  Pirates  invade,  ’ 

a  nough  in  thunders  array’d, 

70lf  cannon  declare  the  free  charter  of  trade— 
i  J'0t  ne  the  fom  of  Columbia  he  Jlaves,  bV. 

W  femcTf  our  Tnlf>  °t  ow  Laws  the  mild  fway. 

Lad  jufUy  ennobled  our  Nation  in  flory,  7 

!  oi  tne  dark  clouds  of  faflion  obfa.red  our  young  day. 

Aau  cnveiop  d  the  Sun  of  American  S!W.  *  7> 

But  let  traitors  be  told 
Who  their  country  have  fold, 

And  batter’d  the  God,  for  his  Image  in  Gold— 

Ibatneej  ivill  the  fans  oj  Columbia  be Jlaves^  bV. 

While  France  her  huge  limbs  bathes  recumbent  in  blood 
And  focicty’s  bafe,  threats  with  wide  diflblution, 

M~y.  Beace,  like  the  Dove,  who  return’d  from  the  flood 
Fmd  an  ark  of  abode  in  our  mild  Conftkution, 

But  though  Peace  is  cur  aim, 

Yet  the  Boon  we  difclaim, 

If  bought  by  our  fov’reignty,  juOice  or  fame  : 
for  ne'er  Jball  the  fans  of  Columbia  he  fames,  bV. 

Tis  the  fire  ©f  the  flint,  each  American  warms  ; 

Lot  Rome’s  haughty  vidfors  beware  of  collifion  j 
ij(  i  t  iicrn  bj  mg  ail  the  vaflals  of  Europe  in  arms. 

We’re  a  world  by  ourfelves,  and  diidain  a  divifion ! 

While  with  Patriot  pride, 

'lo  our  Laws  we’re  allied, 

No  foe  can  fubdue  us — no  faction  divide. 

Lot  tic  et  Jh  j.ll  the  fans  of  Columbia  be  fames,  &C% 

Our  Mountains  arc  crown’d  with  Imperial  Oak, 

Whofe  roots  like  our  Liberties,  ages  have  nouri  fil’d, 

But  long  e’re  our  nation  lubniits  to  the  Yoke, 

Lot  a  tree  flial]  lie  left  on  the  field  where  it  flouri fil’d, 
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Should  Invafion  impend, 

Every  grove  would  defcend, 
from  the  Hill  tops  they  fliadecl,  our  lliores  to  defend. 

For  ne'er  fall  the  fons  of  Columbia  bsfaves ,  Ufc. 

Let  our  Patriots  deftroy  Anarch’s  peftilcnt  worm, 
left  our  Liberty’s  growth  fltou’d  be  check  d  by  corrofion; 
Then  let  clouds  thicken  round  us,  we  heed  not  the  ftorm  ; 
Our  realms  feel  no  fliock,  but  the  earth  s  own  explolion. 
Foes  afTail  us  in  vain 

Though  their  fleets  bridge  the  main, 

For  our  Altars  and  laws  with  our  lives  we’ll  maintain, 

And  ne'er  Jhall  the  fons  of  Columbia  be  fames,  Idfc, 

Should  the  temped  of  war  overfhadow  our  land, 

Its  bolts  could  ne'er  rend  freedom’s  temple  aiiinder. 

For,  unmov’d  at  its  porta),  would  Wafliington  ftand,  f 

And  repulfe,  with  his  bread,  the  aflaults  of  the  thunder  . 
His  fword  from  the  lleep 
Of  its  fcabbard  wou’d  leap, 

And  conduct  with  its  point,  every  flafli  to  the  deep. 

For  ne'er  Jhall  the  fons  of  Columbia  be  fames,  life. 

Let  F?me  to  the  worldTbund  America’s  voice  ; 

No  intrigue  can  her  fons  from  their  government  fever; 
Her  pride  is  her  Adams— his  Laws  are  her  choice, 

And  fhall  flourifli  till  liberty  dumber  forever. 

Then  unite,  heart  and  hand 
Like  Leonidas  band, 

And  fwear  to  the  God  of  the  Ocean  and  Land, 

That  ne'er  Jhall  the  fons  of  Columbia  be  fames , 

While  the  earth  bears  a  plant  or  the  fa  rolls  in  iveimCs, 
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OUR.  country  isourfhip,  d’y  fee, 

A  gallant  vedtl  too  ; 

And  of  his  fortune  proud  is  he, 

Who’s  of  Columbia’s  crew, 

Each  man  whate’er  his  (tation  be, 
When  duty  ftern  commands, 

Should  take  his  hand, 

And  lend  a  hand, 

As  the  common  caufe  demands, 
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Among  ourfelves  in  peace  ’tis  true 
We  quarrel— make  a  route  ;  * 

And  having  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

We  fairly  fcold  it  out  : _ 

15ut  once  the  enemy  in  view, 

Shake  hands — 'We  foon  are  friends  * 

On  the  deck,  A 

Mill  a  wreck, 

Kach  the  common  caufe  defends. 


SONG. 


GOME  all  Grenadiers  whom  your  country  invite* 

1  o  affemble  in  arms  in  defence  of  her  rights, 

Here  let  us  determine  to  hand  or  to  fall, 

By  that  glorious  caufe  which  makes  brothers  of  all, 
£»o  force  here  compells  us  our  paftimes  to  yield, 
Ourfelves  by  ourfelves  are  call’d  lorth  to  the  field, 
Then  let  us  all  range  round  Columbia’s  laws, 

Kefulv  d  to  live  free  or  die  in  her  caufe. 

Then  let  us,  &c. 

Remember  our  fathers  with  Wa  filing  ton  fought. 

And  for  us  Independence  mod  cheerfully  bought, 
Let  us  to  our  children  be  equally  good, 

And  tranfmit  it,  if  needful,  enrich’d  with  our  blood. 
That  blelliog  by  union  for  us  was  procur’d 
And  by  union  alone  can  by  us  be  fecur’d. 

Then  let  us  all  range,  &c. 

«  Di  vide  and  exterminate'  long  will  prevail, 

As  the  maxim  of  tyrants  where  power  may  fail. 

No  force  from  their  bale  can  our  liberties  tea:-. 

If  united  the  banners  of  freed  >m  we  rear. 

And  though  fentiments  multiply  under  the  fun, 
Americans  furcly  can  now  have  but  one. 

With  courage  to  range,  &c. 

Could  Montgomery,  Mercer,  and  Warren  behold 
With  what  joy  we  the  banners  of  freedom  unfold, 
Their  bteff  (hades  would  rejoice  and  with  rapture 
exclaim — 

Our  example  is  follow’d,  and  guarded  fair  fame.” 
Let  their  conduct  be  held  by  cash  patriot  dear, 
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And  their  virtues  be  equalled  by  each  Grenadier, 
While  we^paniully  range,  &c. 

Then  broths  with  brother  our  arms  we’ll  entwine, 
And  courage  and  diicipline  cheerfully  join  ; 

Let  0ur  ftcadinefs  prove  thofe  opinions  are  juit 
Which  place  in  our  conduct  unlimited  trust . 

Nor  fo  hard  is  the  talk5  for  mankind  to  be  free 
Let’s  determine  to  be  fo,  and  pride  becdo  the  knee. 
Then  let  us  all  range,  &c. 

"O’¬ 

SONG. 

T  U  N  E— — -P  RE  5 1  D  E  N  T  S  MARCH* 


««  LO!  1  quit  my  native  Ikies — 

To  arms!  my  patriot  ions  arile. 

Guard  your  freedom ,  rights  and  fame  , 

Guard  your  freedom  ^rights  and  fame  i 
Prelerve  the  clime,  your  fathers  gave  ; 
Heaven’s  facred  boon  from  villains  lave — 

Left  fuch  daring,  impious  foes. 

Your  grandeur  in  oblivion  dole — 

Your  virtue,  wifdom,  worth  decline. 

And  gafp,  convuls’d,  at  freedom  s  lhrine. 

Rife!  my  foils,  to  arms  arile  ! 

Guard  your  heaven  defeended  prize  ; 
Prove  to  France,  the  world,  and  me  ^ 

Columbia’s  sons  aus  brave  an®  i'kkf.. 


We  hear,  bleft  iliade,  your  warning  voice; 
Approve  ^our  call — p urine  your  choice  < 
With  hearts  united,  firm  and  free. 

With  hearts  united,  firm  and  free. 

-The  facred  boon  your  valour  won, 
bhad  wake  to  arms  each  patriot  ibn  ; 

And  glowing  with  tne  glorious  cauie, 

Qi  jreedowy  cow  dry,  rights  and  LinvS 
The  dorm  of  worlds  our  arms  will  brave, 

Or  link  with  freedom  to  the  grave. 

Peaceful,  feck  your  native  ikies — 

Lo  !  to  arms  your  ions  arile; 

J  irm  and  fix’d  our  foes  to  brave, 

Till  heaven’s  trump  iliall  burlt  the  grave. 
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“Worthy  fons  of  glorious  fires; 

Behold,  the  warning  fl,ade  retires ; 

P  eas  d  your  martial  lame  to  fpread— 
Pleas  d  your  martial  fame  to  fpread— 
Where  immortal  patriots  Hand 
Watching  freedom’s  fav'rite  land  • 
Charm’d  to  hear  fueh  deeds  of  fame 
n  holy  choir  they’ll  breathe  your  dme. 
Till  ancient  heroes  catch  the  found  ’ 

And  tlius  the  heavens  with  joy  rebound— 
Happy  nation  !  brave  and  free  • 

Friends  to  man  and  liberty—  * 

Long  enjoy  the  facred  boon, 

Which  immortal  valour  won,” 
IHuftrious  (hade,  to  thee  we  fwear 
To  freedom’s  altar  we’ll  repair;  * 

And,  like  a  band  of  Spartans,  brave 
And,  like  a  band  of  Spartans,  brave* 

To  p.uto  s  realm  each  foe  convey _ 

°’er  lawlefs  tyrants  bear  the  fway— 

Till  freedom’s  banner  is  unfurl’d 
And  waves  around  the  darken’d  world  • 
iili  from  the  centre  to  each  pole 
Jn  rapt’rous  founds  fhall  conftant  roll— 
Had!  fweet  freedom,  gift  divine— 

Lo  !  we  bend  before  thy  fhrine, 

\  irmly  fix  cl  on  this  decree— 

To  FOLLOW  DEATH  OR  LIBERTY. 

"«►**  Og><W> 

SONG. 

Time ,  Yankee  Doodle . 


COLUMBIANS  all,  the  prefent  hourj 
As  Brothers  fhouid  Unite  us — 
Union  at  home’s  the  only  way, 

B  o  make  each  nation  right  us. 
Yankee  Doodle,  guard  your  coafl, 
i  ankee  Doodle,  Dandy — 

Fear  not  then  nor  threat  nor  boaftj 
^  a  ikee  Doodle  Dandy, 

The  only  vvay  to  keep  off  war, 

And  guard  gain  ft  perfecution, 


.-aa, . 
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Is  always  to  be  well  prepar’d, 

With  hearts  of  resolution, 

Yankee  Doodle,  let’s  Unite, 

Yankee  Doodle  Dandy, 

As  patriots,  Bill  maintain  our  right, 
Yankee  Doodle  Dandy, 

Great  WASHINGTON, who  led  us  on, 

And  Liberty  effected, 

Shall  fee  we’il  die,  or  elfe  be  free — 

We  will  not  be  l’ubjedted. 

Yankee  Doodle,  guard  your  coaft, 
Yankee  Doodle  Dandy — » 

Fear  not  then  nor  threat  nor  beaft, 
Yankee  Doodle  Dandy. 

A  Band  of  Brothers  let  us  be, 

While  ADAMS  guides  the  nation  ; 

And  (till  our  dear  bought  Freedom  guard, 
In  every  fituation. 

Yankee  Doodle,  guard  your  coaff, 
Yankee  Doodle  Dandy — 

Fear  not  then  nor  threat  nor  boaft, 
Yankee'  Doodle  Dandy. 

May  foon  the  wi fil’d  for  hour  arrive, 

When  PEACE  ihal!  rule  the  nations  — 
And  Commerce,  free  from  letters,  prove 
Mankind  are  all  relations. 

Then  Yankee  Doodle,  be  divine, 
Yankee  Doodle  Dandy — 

j  • 

Beneath  the  Fig-tree  and  the  Vine, 
Sing  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy. 


•»<(>»• 

SON. 

TUNE-HEARTS  OF  OAK. 


WHILST  Europe  is  wrapt  in  the  horrors  of  war, 

And  our  ocean  is  fpread  with  their  Beets  near  and  far  ; 
Shall  we  live  undihurbed,  or  fhall  party  from  hell 
Divide  all  the  men  who  their  country  wiih  well  ? 

No!  we  ail  fhall  be  ready — Beady,  boys,  Beady  ; 

We  have  fought — if  we  tight,  we  {hail  conquer  again. 

Tho’  attachments  to  France  boafted  legi  ns  of  friends, 
She  has  Uafely  deceived  them  to  gain  her  own  ends; 


w-m 
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■fcj  .  gay  c,ad’  lhali  pluck  laurels  again. 

/  Lf  r°n  on  eart^  rnuft  fb’fpnte  our  flrong  powers  • 

Nor  TrL,rCe-’  °Ur  ca!mnds  how  dark  c‘er  our  hours  * 

Nor  defpMs  mafs,  nor  e‘er  one  on  a  throne  ’ 

Shah  tear  from  our  bofoms  one  tcrrilVd  groan 

"  ,dare  nivacic  our  foils  will  not  degrade  u 
Nor  their  fathers’  white  tombs  with  black  inlamfnaTn 

Ail  ;Unglr-~kt  coJd  u,'h  his  icy  dad  florin, 

AH  then-  horrors  with  fury  unitedly  form  • 

TZ?Z2TJ'VeTk)  rn,d  °Ur  <hildren  ^a11  know. 

In  Vd  n  ^f8  ni,d,ft  OUrfe]ves  are  deadlieft  foe. 

J,  a,n  dla!l  tll£y  ails>  they  fliail  certainly  kifs 
The  r"d)  that  their  cn‘mies  do  not  merit 'in  vain. 

To  our  Government  juft,  Confutation  and  Laws 
Let  u,  pay  the  free  tribute  of  virtuous  apnlaufe  •* 

*f°  tflb^te  extorted  by  bribes  from  a  focF 
iiut  iLich  as  to  merit  will  cordially  flow  * 

A°  f!le  honeft  M,  to  the  men  we  can  trufh 
o  the  men  we  can  drink  without  feeling  difdain, 

kourdountry  muft  bleed,  let  its  purefl  of  blood 

Td  thecarth  thele  thy  fons,  undivided  have  hood  ; 

And  for  every  bleft  drop  let  a  laurel  arife, 
nhofc  gallant  gay  green  lhail  poficrity  prize, 
becure  m  our  aid,  on  our  hi i  1  and  our  glade 
And  fight  as  we  have  fought,  united  again/ 

To  the  band  that  lhail  bind  us  in  freedom  divine 
'ct  thc  tribute  fo  chaftc  be  Jibated  of  wine— 

that  wme  be  as  found  a3  our  hearts  without  fearv 
reiolvcd  from  differ*  ..  and  faction  to  fleer, 
r  my  t-oafl  tlieri  ready— fteady,  boys.  Heady. 

^  t  us  live,  fight,  or  die  all  united  again. 

SON  G. 


COME  genius  of  our  happy  land, 
And  b! els. this  fefiive  day  ; 

^  by  fons  are  v  e,  a  loyal  band, 
Wlio  love  thee  and  obey  ; 
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For  Ihouid  the  blaft  of  war  be  heard, 
To  threat  impending  harms, 
Secure  beneath  thy  vetTan  bird, 
We‘11  brave  the  world  in  arms. 

Bold  as  our  Sires,  nor  born  to  yield, 

But  fcorn  for  fcorn  beftov#  ; 

The  bloSToms  which  adorn  our  fields, 
Bloom  not  to  deck  a  foe. 

For  fhould  the  blaft  of  war,  &c. 

From  traitor  friends,  Avith  ferpent  fmile, 
We‘ll  rend  the  thin  dilguife, 

Who  fpeak  of  faith,  and  love  the  while 
They  pillage  and  del  pile. 

For  fhould  the  blaft  of  war,  &c. 


Here  once,  by  folly‘s  foils  difplaycd, 
The  Gallic  ftandard  ihone; 

No  ribband  now  our  feafts  invade, 

There  waves  our  flag  alone. 

And  fhould  the  blaft  of  war,  &c. 


With  generous  wine  your  bumpers  fill. 
Where  purple  joys  refort ; 

Peace  to  the  Sage  of  Vernon  Hill, 

To  Adams  here’s  fupport. 

Then  fhould  the  blaft  of  war,  &c. 


Q  D  E 

FOR  THE  4 th  01?  JULY  I798. 


THEREk  Ichalcd  has  come  to  la™, 
From  Philadelphia  city, 

He‘s  ftrolbd  the  ftreets  all  up  and  dawn, 
And  brought  nice  talcs  to  fit  ye! 

He‘s  been  among  the peoplijh  folks, 

And  vaws  theycre  rotten  clever, 

They  talk  fo  cute,  and  crack  1'uch  jokes. 
Would  make  you  flare  for  ever. 

Yankee  doodle  doodle  doc, 

Yankee  doodle  dandy. 

When  times  look  blue. 

The  heart  thatcs  true, 

Is  iweet  as  Treacle  Gaudy. 


W  VT  9  • 


Some  fay ,  you  lie— then  Order  cry  • 
Somefpit,  fome  Notions  eating  J  ’ 

Some  move,  fome  fit  as  mute  and  ih- 
f 8  Lhai,rn,an  at  Town-meeting-.  7" 
ome  talk  like  yes,  and  come  . 
oome  laugh  at  French  invalion  • 

But  in  a  little  while— or  fo—  * 

V  e  il  fee  what‘s  the  occafion* 

Yankee  doodle,  &c. 

Yet  we‘11  love  Yankee  land  the  bell, 

Stand  by  Jier  as  /%.,  ’ 

Tlio’  ferely  ftumpM  with  fuch  a  peft 
-As  folks  with  foreign  Jingo.  ^ 

Anr/6  "J  who  once  croak’d  war 

And  make  tarnation  wonder 

Becaufe  we  can  no  longer  bear 

Our-  Friends  to  rob  and  plunder. 

Yankee  doodle,  &c. 

There’s  fome  .aunt  coft  with  fwatnping  rant. 
Thefe  craw),  that  they  may  clamber, 

And  ring  the  room  with  peoplijh  cant, 

1  So  big  as  our  bam  chamber. 

To  fpare  fome  cents,  they  twill  and  turn, 

I  no  fleets  and  armies  crave  them  ; 

And  fhoula  our  taivns  be  like  t©  burn— 
They  can  t  afford  to  fave  them. 

Yankee  doodle,  Sec. 


Tor  time  fome  talk,  and  fome  forfpite, 

1  hey  wince  and  grow/,  when  ground  hard. 
And  hobble,  when  they  mujl  go  right 
Like  our  old  Ball  that’s  founder’d. 

Tho  fome  be  weak  yet  more  are  hrong 
As  flip,  with  rum  and  cider, 

And  if  they  all  can  get  along 
Our  tliip — why  let  ’em  guide  her, 

Yankee  doodle,  Sec. 


H  foinelhing’s  wrong,  there’s  more  that’s  right, 
Fhe  leaks  will  foon  be  fpy’d  out, 

And,  with  our  veflel  haunch  and  tight, 

The  gale  we  11  feud,  or  ride  out. 

Our  YANKEE  CHIEF  fhail  con  our  courfe, 
Though  foes  may  gibe  or  rate  him. 

And.  while  he  heady  ketj  s,  the  worfc 
ri'he  Sar pints  hifs,  and  hate  him. 

Yankee  doodle,  Sec .  ~ 

D 


,  ,  .  .  w  --  .  •  •  v-  - 
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faw  our  Envoy  found  and  true. 

Who  left  the  Cits  a  frothing , 

•And  is  among  the  nation  few 
One  likes  for  doing  nothing  : 

°ur  Right, 

When  hollow  Friend.  »0llUt  :t 
And  bring  th'  old  Sarpents  fc  hones  -  •  , 

Ivor  give  a  Bribe,  nor  take  it. 

Yankee  doodle,  &c. 


He  tells  us  of  one  Talleyrand 
Wno  drove  to  hum  and  fob  us”; 

M«b  .r  ttsme  our,  purfej  a,,d  aaiid- 

lUavhap— they  would  not  rob  us. 

■bUL  let  Us  now  tackle  to 

And  join  al|  haads  at  mufle 

Ifor  /e  Tt1l7r„Calh  £°  the  crew.- 

r  fear  tneir  threats  or  bluffer. 

Yankee  doodle,  &c. 

Atr’ifr  Vth  h?nefl  heart  and  foul 
At  foldier  s  trade  be  bandy  ; 

Cuife  Ca  Ira  and  Carman, ole. 

And  march  to  Doodle  Dandy  : 

And  for  their  “  lkill"  and  tricks_, 

By  Z rounds  weVe  Folks  can  cheat  'em 
Yankee  doodle,  &c. 


VC  foef raTulrandl’iSv/m  ^ 

tlT^LhLThZ^ ' 

nena3'2T-faCh,mrSot's  £oaft  •• 

men  life  to  had  and  cheer  him.  ' 

Yankee  dood  e,  doodle  do 

Yanky  doodle  dandy, 

h  fweet  aYkffes'°cand},the  hea“S  tllat’s  truc 
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Ct’fl  COUNTRY’S  EFFICIENCY-/ 

Tune——'-*’  To  Anacreon  in  Heaven*  tsfc.” 


~0* 


YE  Tons  cf  Columbia,  determin’d  to  keep 
Thofe  choice  Bleflihgs  and  Rights,  that  for  years  h; 
defeended, 

From  the  battles  and  blood  of  your  fires — who  now  fieep. 
And  who  gain’d  by  the  fword,  what  with  life  they  defends 
Swear,  and  fhout  in  the  fong, 

In  a  drain  loud  and  long, 

Until  heaven  like,  earth,  (had  its  echo  prolong — 

That  ne'er  Jhall  Columbia  be  r  ebb'd,  of  a  Right 
Hrhile  the ^  un  rules  the  da* Aor  the  moon  rules  the  ni 
Since  the  period,  pad,  wheirottr  fires  won  the  Priz^  _ 
Which  fair  Freedom  and  jufiieq  decreed  as  their  portion 
Lo  !  their  plant,  grown  a  tree,  toi^rs  o’er  earth  to  the  ikies  !  \ 
And  commands  from  the  world,  admiration,  devotion ; 
Its  once  young  tender  rind, 

Felt  the  blad  of  each  wind  ; 

New  its  roots  firm  are  fix’d — nor  heeds  torrents  combined  ! 
A%1  ne'er,  UV. 

The  mild  fway  of  our  laws,  like  fine  fan-?  of  our  arms,  - 
Has  arifen  fuperior  to  hate  and  detraction  : 

Here,  Virtue  and  Reafon  need  feel  no  alarms, 

From  rcats  ol  French  gas,  nor  the  pow’r  of  French 

A  l  A  but-’ on  : 

*  i  e  a  World  feparate, 
kingdom  each  date — 

•  t..' 

And  ir.  numbers,  and  means,  arc  invincibly  great. 

Arid  ne'er ,  &C. 

France  favs  we’re  Divided  !  and  views  us  her  prey  !—~ 

But  tod.  i.-w  he  "fir i r  fcorn,  and  convince  her  of  error, 

>’Tis  the  pur  fire  of  heaven  now  lends  us  its  ray, 

Light  up  Truth  in  her  glory,  and  Vice  drikes  with  terror  •. 
The  -  She  Pnaii  fee,  feel,  and  fear, 

Our  '  That  th  e  moment  is  near, 

Thoi^hen  our  country  will  live,  herfelf  fink,  difappear  ! 

And  That  ne'er,  Iffc,  ' 

^  ae  Arcat  chief  of  Columbia,  JOHN  ADAMS,  fhall  be> 

* 'ported  by  Ail  who  deleft  broil  and  fasten  ;  ^ 


I 
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